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P  RE  F  A  C  E. 

the  firft  Volume  of  this  work,  two  or  three  Airs  not  of 
Scots  compofition  have  been  inadvertantly  inferted;  which,  whatever 
excellence  they  may  have,  was  improper,  as  the  Collection  is  meant 
to  be  folely  the  mufic  of  our  own  Country  —  The  Songs  contained 
in  this  Volume,  both  mufic  and  poetry,  are  all  of  them  the  work, 
of  Scotsmen —Wherever  the  old  words  could  be  recovered,  they 
have  been  preferred;  both  as  generally  fuiting  better  the  genius  of 
the  tunes,  and  to  preferve  the  productions  of  thofe  earlier  Sons  of 
the  Scottifh  Mufes,  fome  of  whofe  names  deferved  a  better  fate 
than  has  befallen  them  -"Buried  mong  the  wreck  of  things  which 
were?  Of  our  more  modern  Songs,  the  Editor  has  inferted  the 
Authors'  names  as  far  as  he  could  afcertain  them;  and  as  that 
was  neglected  in  the  firft  Volume,  it  is  annexed  here .      If  he 
have  made  any  miftakes  in  this  affair,  which  he  pofsibly  may,  he 
fhall  be  very  grateful  at  being  fet  right . 

Ignorance  and  Prejudice  may  perhaps  affect  to  fneer  at  the 
fimplicity  of  the  poetry  or  mufic  of  fome  of  thefe  pieces;  but  their 
Wing  been  for  ages  the  favorites  of  Nature's  Judges  _  the  Common 
People,  was  to  the  Editor  a  fufficient  teft  of  their  merit. 

Materials  for  the  third  Volume  are  in  great  forwardnefs;  and  as 
far  as  can  be  guefsed,  that  will  conclude  the  Collection. 

Edinr  March  I.  1788. 

Entered  in  Stationers  Hall. 
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ce-leJbrate  my  Highland  Queen 


T"3 


In  her,  fvvect  innocence  you'll  find, 
With  freedom,  truth,  and  beauty  join  el; 
From  pride  and  affectation  free, 
Alike  fhe  (miles  on  you  and  me: 
rhe  brighteft  nymph  that  trips  the  green, 
[  do  pronounce  my  Highland  Queen. 

No  fordid  wifli,  or  trifling  joy, 
Her  fettled  calm  of  mind  deftroy; 
Strict  honour  fills  her  fpotlefs  foul, 
And  adds  a  luftre  to  the  whole: 
A  matchlefe  fhape,  a  graceful  mien, 
All  center  in  my  Highland  Queen. 

How  bleft  that  youth,  whom  gentk  fate, 
Has  deftind  for  fo  fair  a  mate! 
Has  all  thefe  wondring  gifts  in  ftore, 
And  each  returning  day  brings  more. 
No  youth  fo  happy  can  be  feen, 
Poifefling  thee,  my  Highland  Queer  . 


The  Highland  King. 
A7T£  Mufes  nine,  O  lend  your  aid, 
^  X    Tnfpire  a  tender  bafhftill  maid'. 
That's  lately  yielded  up  her  heart, 
A  conqueft  to  Love's  powVful  dart ; 
And  now  would  fain  atternj  t  to  ling-, 
The  praifes  of  my  Highland  King, 

Jamie,  the  pride  of  all  the  green, 
Is  juft  my -age,  e'en  gay  fifteen: 
When  firlt  I  faw  him,  twas  the  day 
That  ufliers  in  the  fprightly  Ma\; 
When  firft  I  felt  Love's  powWtl  fting, 
And  figh'd  for  my  dear  Highland  King. 

With  him  for  beauty,  fhape,  and  air, 
No  other  fhepherd  can  compare; 
Good  nature,  honefty,  and  truth, 
Adorn  the  dear,  the  matehlefs  youth; 
And  graces,  more  than  I  can  ring, 
Bedeck  my  charming  Highland  King 

Would  once  the  deareft  boy  but  (ay, 
us  you  I  love;  Come, Come  awav., 
Unto  the  kirk,  my  Love,  lets  try; 
Oh  me]  in  raptuie,  V\  <oinr>lyi 
And  I  fhould  then  have  catiie  to  ling 
The  praifes  of  my  Highland  King! 


Au  thoa  were  my  ain  thing 


love  thee.  An   thou  Here  my  ain  thing,how  dearl>  wou<JI  love  thee. 


Then  I  wou'd  clafp  thee  in    my  arms,Then  I'd  fecure  thee  from  all 
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mortals  thou  haft  charms,How  dear \y  do  I  love  thee. 


Of  race  divine  thou  needs  muft  be, 
Since  nothing  earthly-  equals  thee; 
For  heaven's  fake,then  pity  me, 
Who  only  lives  to  love  thee . 
An    thou  were  &c; 

ThePowrs  one  thing  peculiar  have, 
To  ruin  none  whom  they  can  fave; 
O  for  their  fake  fupport  a  flave, 
Who  ever  on  fhall  love  thee. 

An    thou  were  &c. 


To  merit  I  no  claim  can  make, 
But  that  I  love,  and  for  your  fake 
What  man  can    do    I'll  undertake; 
So  dearly  do  I  love  thee. 
An    thou  were  fee. 

My  paffion,  conftant  as  the  fun, 
Flames  ftronger  ftill,  will  ne'er  have  don< 
Till  fate  my  thread  of  life  have  fpun, 
Which  breathing  out  I'll  love  thee. 

An    thou  wer<   fee  A- — 


Peggy,  I  mnft  love  thee. 
V 


So  when  by  her,  whom  long  I  lov'd, 
I  fcorn'd  was  and  deferted; 

Low  with  defpair,my  fpirits  movcl, 
To  be  forever  parted : 

Thus  droop'd  I,  til!  diviner  grace 

I  found  in  Peggy's  mind  and  face; 

Ingratitude  appear'd  then  bafe, 
But  virtue  more  engaging. 

Then  now,  fince  happily  I've  hit, 
I'll  have  no  more  delaying; 

Let  beauty  yield  to  manly  wit, 
We  lofe  ourfelves  in  ftaying; 


I'll  hafte  dull  courtfhip  to  a  clofe, 
Since  marriage  can  my  fears  oppofe: 
Why  fhou'd  we  happy  minutes  lofe, 
Since, Peggy,  I  muft  love  thee. 

Men  may  be  foolifh  if  they  pleafe, 
And  deem't  a  lover's  duty 

To  figh,  and  facrifice  their  eafe, 
Doating  on  a  proud  beauty: 

Such  was  my  cafe  for  many  a  year, 

Still  hope  fucceedingto  my  fear; 

Falfe  Betty's  charms  now  dif<ppf  ,r. 
Since  Peggy's  far  outfhinc  t!.<  in. 


Be/s  the  Gawkie. 


[yth  3  oung  Befs  to  Jean  did  (ay,  Tvill  y 


c  gang  to  yon  fun_nv 


Andante  Affect0 


v'  brae,  where  flocks  do  feed,  and  Herds  do  ftray,  and  fport  a  while  wi 


Ja_miei    Ah  na,  lafe,  Hi  no  gang  there,  nor  about  Ja_nne   tak'  nae 


m 


are,  nor   about  Jamie  tak'  nae    care,  for  he's  tane  up  wi'  Maggy 


Kor  hark,  and  I  will  tell  you,lafs, 
Did  I  not  fee  your  Jamie  pafs, 
Wi'  meikle  gladnefs  in  his  face, 

Out  o'er  the  muir  to  Maggy. 
I  wat  he  ga'e  her  mony  a  kifs, 
And  Maggy  took  them  ne'er  amifs: 
^Tween  ilka  fiuack- -  -  pleas'd  her  with  this, 

That  Befs  was  but  a  gawkie. 

For  when    a     civil  kifs  I  feek, 

She  turns  her  head,  and  thraws  her  cheek, 

And  for  an  hour  Xhe'll  fcarcely  fpeak; 

Who'd  not  call  her  a  gawkie? 
But  fure  my  Maggy  has  mair  fenfe, 
She'll  gie  a  fcore  without  offence; 
Sow  gi  e  me  ane  unto  the'^menfe, 

And  ye  {hall  be  my  dawtie. 

O  Jamie,  ye  ha'e  mony  tane* 
Rut  1  will  never  Itand  for  ane, 
Or  twa,  when  we  do  meet  again; 

S,(e  ne'er- think  me  a  gawkie. 
A  h  na,  lafs,  that  ne'er  can  be, 
Sic  thoughts  as  thefe  are  far^  frae  me, 
Or  ony  thy  fweet  face  that  fee, 

E'er  to  think  thee  a  gawkie. 


But,  whiflit! — nae  mair  of  this  we'll  fp 
For  yonder  Jamie  does  us  meet; 
Inftead  of  Meg  he  kifs'd  fae  fweet, 
I  trow-  he  likes  the  gawkie. 

0  dear  Befs,  I  hardly  knew, 
When  I  came  by,  your  gown's  fae  nevH 

1  think  you've  got  it  wet  wi'  dew. 

Quoth  fhe,  That's  like  a  gawkie. 

It's  wat  wi'  dew;  and  'twill  get  rain, 
And  Til  get  gowns  when  it  is  gane, 
Sae  you  may  gang  the  gate  you  came 

And  tell  it  to  your  dawtie. 
The  guilt  appear'd  in  Jamie's  cheek; 
He  cryft,0  cruel  maid,  but  fweet, 
If  I  fliould  gang  a  nither  gate, 

I  ne'er  could  meet  my  dawtie  i 

The  laffes  &ft  frae  him  they  flew, 
And  left  poor  Jamie  fair  to  rue, 
That  ever  Maggy's  face  he  knew, 

Or  yet  ca'd  befs  a  Gawkie. 
As  they  went  o'er  the  muir  they  fang 
The  hills  and  dales  with  echoes  rang 
The  hills  and  dales  with  echoes  ranp 

Gang  o'er  the  muir  to  Maggy. 


Ah  wae  be  to  you, Gregory! 

An  ill  death  may  you  die! 
You  will  not  be  the  death  of  one. 

But  you'll  be  the  death  of  three. 
Oh  dont  you  mind,  Lord  Gregory? 

Twas  down  at  yon  burn  fide 
We  chang'd  the  ring  of  our  fingers 

And  I  put  mine  on  thine . 


The  Banks  of  the  Tweed. 


icitative 


KJj  _  chanting  was  it  Q*A*  }>2^  °^?!!^g 
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Neither  Linnet  or  Nightingale  fing  half  fb  fweef, 
And  the  foft  melting  ftrain  did  kind  Echo  repeat, 
It  fo  ravtfh'd  my  heart  and  delighted  my  ear, 
Swift  as  lightning  I  flew  to  the  arms  oc  my  dear. 
She  furprizd,  and  detected,  fome  moments  did  ftand, 
Like  the  rofe  was  her  chee'k,  and  the  lilly  her.  hand, 
Which  fhe  placed  on  her  breaft,  and  (aid,  Jockey,  I  fear 
I  have  been  too  imprudent,  pray  how  came  you  here? 

For  to  vifit  my  ewes,  and  to  fee  my  lambs  play, 

By  the  banks  of  the  Tweed  and  the  groves  I  did  ftray,* 

But  my  Jenny,  dear  Jenny,  how  oft'  have  1  fighcl, 

And  have  vowel  endlefs  love,  if  you  would  be  my  bride! 

To  the  altar  of  Hymen,  my  fair  one,  repair, 

Where  knot  of  affection  lhall  tie  the  fond  pair; 

To  the  pipe's  fprightly  notes  the  gay  dance  we  will  lead, 

And  will  Tblefs  the  dear  grove, by  the  banks  of  the  Tweed. ^ 
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The  beds  of  fweet  Rofes. 


My  daddy  and  my  mzmmy  I  oft  have  heard  them  fay, 
That  T  was  a  naughty  boy,  and  did  often  fport  and  play. 
But  I  never  liked  in  all  my  life  a  maiden  that  was  (hy 
Down  among  the  beds  of  fweet  rofes.  — 


Awake,  fweet  mufei  the  breathing  fpring 
(With  rapture  warms;  awake  and  fmg! 
[Awake  and  join  the  vocal  throng, 
Who  hail  the  morning  with  a  fong; 
[To  Nanny  raife  the  cnearful  lay, 
jOl  bid  her  hafte  and  come  away; 
In  fweeteft  {miles  herfelf  adorn, 
And  add  new  graces  to  the  morn! 

|0  hark,  my  love!  on  ev'ry  fpray, 
Each  feather 'd  warbler  tunes  his  lay; 
'Tis  beauty  fires  the  ravifh'd  throng; 
And  love  infpir?s  the  melting  fong: 
Then  let  my  raptur'd  notes  arife; 
For  beauty  darts  from  Nanny's  eyes; 
And  love  my  rifing  bofbm  warms, 
And  fills  my  foul  with  fweet  alarms. 

Oi  come,  my  lovei  thy  Colin's  lay 
With  rapture  calls,  O  come  away;  . 

Come,  while  tiie  mufe  this  wreath  fhall  twine  Repeating  as  it  flies  along, 


5      4  q 
Same  Tune. 

FROM  Roflin  Caftle's  echoing  walls 
Rf found  myfhepherd's  ardent  calls; 
My  Colin  bids  me  come  away, 
And  love  demands  I  fhould  obey. 
His  melting  ftrain,  and  tuneful  lay, 
So  much  the  charms  of  low  difplay, 
I  yield  -  nor  longer  can  refrain 
To  own  my  love,  and  blefs  my  (wain. 

No  longer  can  my  heart  conceal 
The  painful-pleafing  flame  I  feel; 
My  foul  retorts  the  amorous  ftrain; 
And  echoes  back  in  low  again. 
Where  lurks  my  fongfter?  trom  what  grove 
Does  Colin-p.Our  his  notes  of  love? 
O  bring  me  to  the  happy  bowV, 
Whew  mutual  love  may  blifs  fecure. 

Ye  vocal  hills,  that  catch  the  fong, 


Around  that  mod  eft  brow  of  thine; 
01  hither  hafte,  and  with  thee  brin^ 
That  beauty  blooming  like  the  fpring, 
Thofe  graces  that  divinely  fhine, 
And  charm  this  ravifh'd  breaft  of  mine! 


To  Colirfe  ears  my  ftrain  conwy, 
And  fay,  1  hafte  to  come  away. 
Ye  zephyrs  foft,  that  fan  the  gale, 
Waft  to  my  low  the  frothing  tale; 
In  whifpers  all  my  foul  exprtfs 
And  tell,  I  hafte  his  arms  to  blefs. 


Saw  ye  Johnnie  cummin?  quo'  fhe. 


Saw  ye  Johnnie  cummin?  quo' (he,  Saw  ye  Johnnie  cummin,  0 


fawye  Johnnie  cummin, quo'  (he;  Saw  ye  Johnnie  cummin,Wi  his  blue  bonnet 

_____ — ^  • 


his  head,  And  his  doggie  runnin,quo'  (he;  and  his  doggie  runnin? 


Fee  him,  father,  fee  him,  quo' (he; 

Fee  him,  father,  fee  him: 
For  he  is  a'  gallant  lad, 

And  a  weel  doin; 
And  a'  the  wark  about  the  houfr 

Gaes  wi'me  when  I  fee  him,  quo' fhe; 

Wi'  me  when  I  fee  him . 

What  will  I  do  wi'  him,  huffy? 

What  will  I  do  wi'  him? 
He's  ne'er  a  fark  upon  his  back, 

And  I  hae  nane  to  gi'e  him . 


I  ha'e  twa  farks  into  my  kift, 
And  ane  o' them  I'll  gi'e  him,: 

And  for  a  mark  of  m  air  fee 
Dinna  ft?~nd  wi'  him,  que'  ffce; 
Dinna  ftand  wi'  him. 

For  well  do  I  lo'e  him,  quo'  fhe; 

Well  do  I  lo'e  him: 
O  fee  him,  father,  fee  him,  quo' fhe; 

Fee  him,  father,  fee  him; 
He'll  had  the  pleugh,thrafti  in  the  barr. 

And  lie  wi'me  at  e'en,  quo' (he; 

Lie  wi'  me  at  e'en. 


Woo'd  and  Married  and  a'. 


rried  the  night,  And  has  neither  blankets, nor  Qieets, 
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nei-ther  blan_kets,  nor  fheets,  Nor  fcarce  a  cover- let  too.  The 


bride  that  has  a' thing  to  borrow,  Has  e'en  right  mei  -  kle    a  _  do 


Woo'd  and   mar-ried  and  a',    Woo'd    and  married   and    a'.  An 


ity.  

r  •  t~=- 
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Out  fpake  the  bride's  .father, 
As  he  came  inrfrae  the  plough, 

0  had  ye're  tongue,  my  doughter 
And  ye's  get  gear  enough; 

The  ftirk  that  ftands  i'  th'  tether, 
And  our  bra'  bafin'd  jade 

Will  cany  ye  hame  your  corn; 
What  wad  ye  be  at,  ye  jade? 
Woo'd  and  married,  &c. 

Out  fpake  the  bride's  mither, 
What  d^l  needs  a'  this  pride! 

1  had  nae  a  plack  in  my  pouch 
That  night  I  was  a  bride; 

My  gown  was  1  inly-woolly, 

And  ne'er  a  fark  ava; 
And  ye  hae  ribbons  and  bufkins, 

Mae  than  ane  or  twa. 
Woo'd  and  married, tec. 

What's  the  matter?  quo'  Willie, 
Tho'  we  be  fcant  o'  claiths, 

Wtfll  creep  the  nearer  the  gither, 
And  we'll  fmore  a' the  fleas: 


Simmer  is  coming  on, 

And  we'll  get  teats  of  woo; 

And  we'll  get  a  lafs  o' our  ain, 
And  fhe'll  fpin  claiths  anew. 
Woo'd  and  married, tec. 

Out  fpake  the  bride's  brither, 

As  he  came  in  wi'  the  kie, 
Poor  Willie  had  ne'er  a  tane  ye, 

Had  he  kentye  as  well  as  I; 
For  youre  baith  proud  and  faucy, 

And  nae  for  a  poor  man's  wife; 
Gin  I  canna  get  a  better, 

Ife  never  tak  ane  i'  mv  lif*. 
Woo'd  and  married,  tec. 

Out  fpake  the  bride's  fifter, 
As  ftie  came  in  frae  the  b\  re, 

0  gin  I  were  but  married! 
It's  a'  that  I  defire: 

But  we  poor  fo'k  maun  live  (Ingle, 
And  do  tile  beft  we  can; 

1  dinna  care  what  I  fhou'l  want,- 
If  I  cou'd  get  but  a  man. 

Woo'd  and  married, tec. 


T2 


Saw  ye  nae  my  Peggy- 


nae  my  Pegg},comi3 


Who  would  leave  a  lover, 

To  become  a  rover? 

No,  I'll  ne'er  give  over, 

Till  I  happy  bei 

For  fmce  love  mfpires  me, 
As  her  beautv  fires  me, 
And  her  abfence  tires  me, 
Nought  can  pleafe  but  the. 
When  I  hope  to  gam.  her,  „ 
Fate  feems  to  detain  her; 
Cou'd  1  but  obtain  her, 
Happv  would  1  be. 
ru  br  down  before  her, 
Bl<fs,figh,  and  adore  her. 
With  faint  lopks  implore  her, 
T  Ufbe  pity  me. 


The  Toaft.  Same  Tune. 

let's  ha'e  mair  wine  in 
J  Bacchus  hates  repining, 
Venus  loves  nae  dwining, 

Let's  be  Myth  and  free. 
Away  with  dull-Here  t :  jc,  Sir; 
Ye'er  miftrefs,  Robie,  gie's  her, 
We'll  drink  her  health,  wi  pleai 
,  Wha's  belov'd  by  thee? 

Then  let  Peggy  warm  ye, 
That's  a  lafs  can  charm  ye, 
And  to  joys  alarm  ye, 
Sweet  is  (lie  to  me. 
Some  angel  ye  wad  ca  her. 
And  never  wik  ane  brawer, 
If  ye  bare-headed  faw  her 
Kilted  to  the  knee. 
Peggy  a  dainty  lafe  ia, 
Come  lets  join  our  glafles, 
And  refrefh  our  haufes 

With  a  health  to  thee. 
L,t  coofs  their  cam  be  chnkir 
Be  ftatemen  tint  in  thintanjfe 
While  we  with  love  and  drinki 
Give  our  cate*  the  he. 


The  Bonny  Scot- man 
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Boat -man,  bear   me  frae  hence,  or  bring  to    me  my  brave,  my  bonny 


Scot -man.    In   hajy  Bands  we  joyncl  our  hands,  yet  may  not  this  dif_ 


But  I  ioor  chufe  in  Highland  glens 
To  herd  the  kid  and  goat,  man, 
E  er  1  cou'd  for  fic  little  ends 
Refufe  my  bonny  Scot -man . 
Wae  worth  the  man 
VVha  firft  began 
The  bafe  ungenerous  fafhion, 
Frae  greedy  views, 
Love's  art  to  ufe, 
While  ft  rangers  to  its  pafsioni 


Frae  foreign  fields,  my  lovely  youth, 

Hafte  to  thy  longing  laflie, 
Who  pants  to  prefs  thy  bau my  mouth. 
And  in  her  bolbm  haufe  thee. 
Love  gi'es  the  word. 
Then  hafte  on  board, 
Fair  winds  and  tenty  Boat -man, 
Waft  o'er,  waft  o'er, 
Frae  yonder  fhore, 
My  blyth,  my  bonny  Scot -man! 


De  fpoir  and  anguifh  .fill    my  breaft, 

Since  1  have  loft  my  blooming  rofe; 
L  iigh  and  moan  while  others  reft, 

His  abfence  yields  me  no  repofe. 
To  feek  my  love  Til  range  and  rove, 

Thro*  ev'ry  grove  and  jjiftant  plain; 
Thus  Til  ne'er  ceafe,but  fpend  my  days, 

T'hear  tidings  from  my  darling  (Wain, 


Kind  Neptune,  let  me  thee  intreat, 

To  fend  a  fair  and  pleafant  gale; 
Ye  dolphins  fweet,  upon  me  wait, 

And  convey  me  on  your  tail. 
Heavens  blefs  my  voyage  with  fuccj 

While  crofling  of  the  raging  mail 
And  fend  me  fafe  o'er  to  that  diftanlj 

To  meet  my  lovely  darling  fwainj 


There's  noting  feange  in  Wschange,  £ .  «*  - 


Since  parents  fhew  fuch  cruelty; 
They  cauf'd  my, love  from  me  to  range, 

And  know   not  to  what  deftiny. 
The  pretty  kids  and  tender  lambs 
May  ceafr  to  fport  upon  the  plain; 


Shall  then  abound  from  Tweed  t<. 
The  bells  (hall  ring,  and  fweet  birti 

To  grace  and  crown  our  nuptiali 
Thus  blefs'd  with  charms  in  my  left 
My  heart  once  more  I  will  regtlH 


For  the  abfence  of  n,y  darling  Twain.  But  m  love  wrfl  enjo,  my  darh)> 


Andante 


a  bonny  lafs,  as   ever    was,  came   trip- ping   o'er  the  mead.  The 


J   ||  |    0'W  f  f  r  *     K      K  mi — —  — 

hear_ty  Swi 

iin,untaught  to  feign,  the 

5  Vl*  P  ip 

3uxom    Nymph   /iir_  vey'd,  and 
 "  —  rf — 1 — 1 — i  r 

full  of  glee,  as   lad  could    be,  be  - 

rm^-,-^^  ,.Lfj_£--=g== 

poke  the  pretty  maid. 

Dear  laffie  tell,  why  by  thy  fell 

Thou  haft'ly  wand  reft  here. 
My  ewes,  {lie  cry'd,  are  firming  wide; 

Can'ft  tell  me,  Laddie,  where? 
lb  town  I  hy,  he  made  reply, 

Some  meikle  fport  to  fee; 
But  thou'rt  fo  fweet,  fo  trim  and  neat, 

I'll  feek  the  ewes  with  thee. 

She  gave  her  hand,  nor  made  a  ft  and, 
But  likH  the  youth's  intent; 

D'er  hill  and  dale,  o'er  plain  and  vale, 
Right  merrily  they  went. 


The  birds  fang  fweet,  the  pair  to  greet, 
And  flow'rs  blbom'd  all  around: 

And  as  they  walk'd,  of  love  tJiey  talk'd, 
And  Joys  which  lovers  crownd . 

And  now  the  fun  had  rofe  to  noon, 

In    zenith  of  his  power, 
When  to  a  (hade  their  fteps  they  made, 

To  pafs  the  mid-day  hour. 
The  bonny  lad  rowel  in  his  plaicj 

The  lafs,  who  fcorn'd  to  frown; 
She  foon  forgot  the  ewes  fhe  (blight* 
^    And  he  to  gang  to  town. 


When  lads  and  their  laffes  are  on  the  green  met, 

They  dance  and  they  ling,  and  they  laugh,and  they  chat, 

Contented  and  liappy  with  hearts  foil  of  glee, 

I  can't  without  envy  their  merriment  fee. 

Thofe  pleafures  offend  me,  my  {hep herd  s  not  there, 

No  pleafure  I  relifh  that  Jockey  dont 

It  makes  me  to  figh,I  from  tears  fcarce  refrain, 

I  wifh  my  dear  Jockey  return'd  back  again. 

But  hope  fliall  fuftain  me,  nor  will  I  defpair, 
He  promise!  he  would  in  a  fortnight  be  here; 
On  fond  expectation  my  wiflies  Til  feaft, 
For  love  my  dear  Jockey  to  Jenny  wiJl  hafte* 
Then  farewell  each  care,  and  adieu  each  vain  fig*, 
Who'll  then  he  fo  bleft  or  fa  happy  as  1  • 
I'll  ling  on  the  meadows, and  alier  my  (train. 
When  Jockey  returns  to  m\  arms  back  again. 


I 


Fy  gar  rub  her  o'er  wi'Strae. 


*iF  -  ,  1  1 — 1   ■  #, 

gae,  But  if  ye  meet  a  dirty   hufsy,  Fy  gar  rub  her   o'er  wi'  Strae. 


r     Be^  fure  ye  dinna  quit  the  grip  Of  il-ka   joy,  when  ye  are  j^oung,  Be  - 


.fore  auld  age  your  vi_tals  nip,  And  lay  ye  twafald  o'er   a  rung. 


tveet  youth's  a.blyth  and  heartfome  time; 

Then, lads  and  lafles,  while  'tis  May, 
ae  pu'the  gowan  in  its  prime, 

Before  it  wither  and  decay, 
atch  the  faft  minutes  of  delyte, 
;  When  Jenny  fpeaks  beneath  her  breath, 
nd  kuTes,  hying  a"*  the  wyte 

On  you,,  if  (he  kepp  ony  fkaith. 

aith,  ye're  ill  bred,  fiie'll  failing  fay, 

Ye'll  worry  me,  ye  greedy  rook; 
fne  frae  your  arms  fhe'l!  rin  away, 

And  hide  herfell  in  fome  dark  nook, 
er  laugh  will  lead  you  to  the  place 

Where  lies  the  happinefs  ye  want, 
nd  plainly  tell  you  to  your  face, 

Nineteen  nayiays  are  haf  a  grant. 

3w  to  her  heaving  bofom  cling, 

And  fweetly  toolie  for  a  kiis: 
■ae  her  fair  finger  whoop  a  ring, 

As  taiken  of  a  future  blifs. 
We  bennifons,  I'm  very-  fure, 

Are  of  the  gods  induigent  grant; 
^n,furly  carles,  whifht,  forbear 

To  plague  us  wi'  your  whining  cant. 


Same  Time.  Sung  by  PATIE. 

T"\EAfl  Roger, if  your  Jenny  geek, 
A-/  And  anfwer  kindnefs  wi'  a  flight, 
Seem  unconcern'd  at  her  neglec*t, 

For  women  in  a  man  delight, 
But  them  defpife  who're  fbon  defeat, 

And  with  a  fimple  face  give  way 
To  a  repulfe;  —  then  be  not  blate, 

Pulh  bauldly  on,  and  win  the  day. 

When  maidens,  innocently  young, 

Say  aften  what  they  never  mean, 
Ne  er  mind  their  pretty  lying  tongue, 

But  tent  the  language  of  their  een. 
If  thefe  agree,  and  fhe  perfift 

To  anfwer  a'  your  love  with  hate, 
Seek  elfewhere  to  be  better  blefs'd; 

And  let  her  figh  when  'tis  too  laf<  . 
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ratfi'd  with  her  flighting  Jamie's  love,Bell  dropt  a  tear-Bell 


Slowifli 


Blefs'd  days  when  our  ingenious  fex, 
More  frank  and  kind  -  more  frank  and  kind, 
Did  not  their  lov'd  adorers  vex; 
But  fpoke  their  mind-but  fpoke  their  mind, 
Repenting  now,  fhe  promis'd  fair, 
Wou'd  he  return -wou'd  he  return, 
She  ne'er  again  wou'd  give  him  cure, 
Or  caufe  him  mourn -or  caufehim  mourn, 

Why  lov'd  I  the   deferving  fwain, 
Yet  full  thought  fliame  -yet  full  thought  {hame, 
When  he  my  yielding  heart  did  gain, 
To  own  my  flame  -  to  own  my  flame  I 
Why  took  I  pleafure  to  torment, 
And  feem  too  coy -and  feem  too  coy. 
Which  makes  me  now,  alas.1  lament 
My  flighted  joy  -  my  flighted  joyi 


Ye  Fair,  while  beauty's  in  its  fprim 
Ownyour  defire-own  your  deflre, 
While  loves  young  pow'r  with  his  loft* 
Fans  up  the  fire  -  fans  up  the  fire; 
O  do  not  with  a  filly  pride, 
Or  low  defign  -or  low  defign, 
Refufeto  be  a  happy  bride, 
But  anfwer  plain -but  anfwer  plain 

Thus  the  fair  mourner  wail'd  her  c 
With  flowing  eyes  -with  flowing  ey< 
Glad  Jamie  heard  her  all  the  time, 
With  fweet  furprife-withfweet  furp 
Some  god  had  led  him  to  the  grov 
His  mind  unchang'd  -his  mind  unc 
Ffcw  to  hrr  arms,  and  cry'd,  My  lo 
I  *ni  reveng'd-  I  am  reveng'di 


The  laft  time  I  came  o'er  the  Moor. 
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Beneath  the  cooling  {hade  we  lay, 

Gaztng,and  chaftely  fporting; 
We  kifs'd  and  promif  *d  time  away, 

Till  night  (pread  her  black  curtain. 
I  pitied  all  beneath  the  flties, 

Even  kings, when  fhe  was  nigh  me, 
In  raptures  I  beheld  her  eyes, 

Which  could  but  111  deny  me . 

Should  I  be  call'd  where  cannons  roar, 

Where  mortal  fteel  may  wound  me, 
Or  caft  upon  fome  foreign  fhore, 

Where  dangers  may  furround  me; 
Yet  hopes  again  to  fee  my  love, 

To  feaft  on  glowing  kiffes, 
Shall  make  my  cares  at  diftance  move, 

In  profpect  of  fuch  bliffes. 


In  all  my  foul  there's  not  one  place 

To  let  a  rival  enter: 
Since  (he  excels  in  every  grace, 

In  her  my  love  fhall  center : 
Sooner  the  feas  fhall  ceafe  to  flow, 

Their  waves  the  Alps  fhall  cover, 
On  Greenland  ice  fhall  rofes  grow, 

Before  I  ceafe  to  love  her. 

The  next  time  I  go  o'er  the  moor, 

She  fhall  a  lover  find  me; 
And  that  my  faith  is  firm  and  pure, 

Tho'  I  left  her  behind  me: 
Then  Hymen's  facred  bonds  fhall  chai 

My  heart  to  her  fair  bofom,  - 
There,  while  my  being  do-?s  remain, 

My  love  more  frefh  fhall  blotfbm. 


Thro'  walks  grown  with  woodbines,  as  often  we  ftray, 
Around  us  our  boys  and  £jirls  frolic  and  play: 
How  pleafing  their  fport  is;  the  wanton  ones  fee, 
And  corrow  their  looks  from  my  Jefly  and  me. 

To  try  her  fweet  temper,  oft-times  am  I  feen, 
In  revels  all  day  with  the  nymphs  on  the  green: 
Tho'  painfu  my  abfence,  my  doubts  fhe  beguiles, 
And  meets  me  at  night  with  complacence  and  fmiles. 

What  tho*  on  her  cheeks  the  rofe  lofes  its  hue, 
Her  wit  and  good  humour  bloom   all  the  year  thro- 
Time  ftill,as  he  flies,  adds  increafe  to  her  truth, 
And  gives  to  her  mind  what  he  fteals  from  her  youth. 

Ye  (hep  herds  fo  gay,  who  make  love  to  enfnare, 
And  cheat,  with  falfe  vows,  the  too  credulous  Fair; 
In  fearch  of  tttiefplea&rc,  how  vainly  you  roam. 
To  hold  it  for  life,  \<.    tuufi  find  it  at  home. 


Her  arms ,  white  round  and  fmooth, 

Breafts  riling  in  their  dawn, 
To  .  age  it  would  give  youth, 

To  prefs  them  with  his  hand; 
Through  all  my  fpirits  ran 

An  ecftacy  of  blife, 
When  I  fuch  fweetnefs  fand, 

Wrapt  in  a  balmy  kifs . 

Without  the  help  of  art, 

Like  flow'rs  which  grace  the  wild, 
She  did  her  fweets  impart, 

Whene'er  flie  fpoke,or  fmil'd. 


Her  looks,  they  were  fo  mild, 
Free  from  affected  pride, 

She  me  to  love  beguile}; 
I  wifh'd  her  for  ny  bride. 

Oihad  I  all  that  wealth 

Hopetoun's  high  mountain?  fill, 
Tnfur'd  long  life  and  health, 

And  pleafure  ■  at  my  will; 
I'd  promife  and  fulfil. 

That  none  but  bonny  file, 
The  lafs  of  Peaty^s  mill, 

Shoud  fhare  the  fame  with  im* 


The  Highland  Laddie. 


>J  gawd>I  how  much  unlike  that  gracefu' mien,  And  manly  looks  of  my  Highland 


P  Laddie!      0  mvbonny  bonny  Highland  Laddie,  O  my  handfome  Highland  Lad  a. 

--Mi 


when  I  was  fick  and  like/ to  die,  he  rowel  me  in  his  Highland  Plaidie.  ! 

mini 


6  '6 


22 


Highland  Laddie,  New  Sett 


The  L^land  lads  think  they  are  fine;  But  O,  they  re  vain  and  id 


gawdylhow  much  unlike  that  gracefu  mien  &  manly  looks  of  my  Hjg^;jd 


If  I  were  free  at  will  to  chufe, 
To  be  the  wealthieft  lawiand  lady, 

I'd  take  young  Donald  without  trews, 
With  bonnet  blew,  and  belted  plaidy. 
O  my  bonny,  &c . 

The  braweft  beau  in  burrow's -town, 
In  a'  his  airs,  with  art  made  ready, 

Compare!  to  him  he's  but  a  clown; 
He's  finer  far  in's  tartan  plaidy. 
O  my  bonny,  &c. 

O'er  benty  hill  with  him  I'll  run, 
And  leave  my  lawiand  kin  and  dady, 

Frae  winter's  cauld,and  Fummer's  fan, 
Hcli  fcreen  me  with  his  highland  plaidy  . 
O  my  bonny,  &c. 


A  painted  room,  and  filken  bed, 

.  May  pleafa  a  lawiand  laird  and  lady; 

But  I  can  kifs,and  be  as  glad, 

Behind  . a  bufli  in's  highland  plaidy. 
O  my  bonny,  Sic. 

Few  compliments  between  us  pafs, 
I  ca'  him  my  dear  highland  laddie, 

And  -he  ca's  me  his  lawiand  lafs, 
Syne  rows  me  in  beneath  his  plaidie. 
O  my  bonny,  &c. 

Nae  greater  joy  Til  e'er  pretend, 
Than  that  nis  love  prove  true  and  fteady. 

Like  mine  to  him,  which  ne'er  fhall  end,  .* 
While  heaven  preferves  my  highland  laddie. 
O  my  bonny,  fee. 


Same 

THE  lawiand  maids  gang  trig  and  fine, 
But  aft  they're  four  and  unco  fawcy; 
Sae  proud,  they  never  can  be  kind 

Like  my  good -humour'd  highland  laffie. 
O  my  bonny,  bonny  highland  laffie, 
My  hearty-  foiling  highland  laffie, 
May  never  care  make  thee  left  fair, 
But  bloom  of  j-outh  {till  blefs  my  laffie. 

Than  ony  lafs  in  burrows  -  town, 

Wha  mak  their  cheeks  with  patches  mottie, 

la  take  my  Katy  but  a  gown, 
Bare  -  footed  in  her  little  coatie . 
O  my  bonny,  &c. 

Beneath  the  brier,  or  brecken  bufh, 
Whene'er  I  kifs  and  court  my  dawtie; 

Happy  and  blyth  as  ane  wad  wifh, 
My  flighteren  heart  gangs  pittie  pattie. 
O  my  bonny,  &c  * 


Tune 

O'er  higheft  hethery  hills  Fll  ften, 
With  cockit  gun  and  rate  lies  tenty, 

To  drive  the  deer  out  of  their  den, 

To  fealt  my  lafs  on  dilhes  dainty. 
*■      O  my  bonny  &c . 

There's  nane  (hall  dare  by  deed  or  word, 
'Gainft  her  to  wag  a  tongue  or  finger, 

While  I  can  wield  my  truity  fword, 
Or  frae  my  fide  whific  out  a  whinger. 
O  my  bonny  &c . 

The  mountains  clad  with  purple  bloom, 
And  berries  ripe,  invite  my  treafure 

lb  range  with  me;  let  great  fowk  gloom, 
WTiile  wealth  &  pride  confound  their  pleaW 
O  my  bonny,  bonny  highland  laffie, 
My  lovely  finiling  highland  laffie, 
May  never  care  make  thee  lefs  fair, 
But  bioom  of  youth  ftill  blefs  my  laffie. 


From  the  Duenna 
Ah  fare  a  pair  was  never  faen 

So  juftly  form'd  to  meet  bye  nature! 
Tta  youth  excelling  fo  in  mien, 

The  maid  in  ev'ry  graceful  feature! 
O  ho vsr  happy  are  fuch  lovers, 

When  kindred  beauties  each  difcovers! 
For  furely  fhe  was  made  for  thee, 

And  thou  to  blefs  this  charming  creature. 


Same  Tune. 

So  mild  your  looks, your  children  thence. 

Will  early  learn  the  talk  of  dut\ , 
The  Bo\-s  with  all  their  Father's  fenfe. 

The  Girls  with  all  their  mother's  beauty, 
O  how  charming  to  inherit, 

At  once  fuch  graces  and  fuch  fpirit, 
Thus  while  you  live  may  fortune-  giv* 

Each  blefsing  equal  to  your  m^rii! 


The  Turnimfpike.  Tune  ^  ^  CaUron 


Firft  when  her  to  the  Lawlands  came, 
Nainfell  was  driving  cows,  man: 

There  was  nae  laws  about  him's  n  ^ 
About  the  preeks  or  trews,  man. 

NainfeU  did  wear  the  philabeg, 
The  plaid  prick't  on  her  fhoulder; 

The  guid  claymore  hung  pe  her  pelt, 
The  piftol  fharg'd  wi'  pouder. 

But  for  wheras  thefe  curfed  preeks, 
Wherewith  her  n  —  be  lockit, 

O  honi  that  e'er  fhe  faw  the  day! 
For  a'  her  houghs  be  prokit. 

Every  t'ing  in  te  Highlands  now 

Pe.turnt  to  alteration; 
Tie  fodder  dwall  at  our  toor-fheek, 

And  tat'"  te  great  vexation. 

Scotland  be  tyrnV  a  Ningland  now, 
An'  laws  pring  on  U  cadger: 

tfainfeli  wad  durk  nim  for  her  deeds, 
B.it  ohi  (he  fears  ,te  foger. 


Anither  law  came  after  that, 
Me  never  faw  te  like,  man; 

They'mak  a  lang  road  on  te  crtind, 
And  ca*  him  Turnimfpike,  man. 

An  wow!  (he  pe  a  ponny  road, 
Like  Louden  corn-rigs,  man; 

Where  twa,  carts  may  gang  on  her, 
An'  no  preak  ithers  legs,  man. 

They  fharge  a  penny  for  ilka  horfe, 
In  troth,£he'll  no  pe  fheaper, 

For  nought  put  gaen  upo*  the  crund, 
And  they  gie  me  a  paper. 

Nae  doubts,  Nainfell  maun  tra  her  puri 
And  pay  them  what  hims  like,  man: 

I'll  fee  a'fhugement  on  his  toor; 
T'at  filthy  Turnimfpike,  man! 

But  m  awa'  to  te  Highland  hills, 

Where  te'il  a  arte  dare  turn  her, 
And  no  come  near  her  Turnimfpike, 
Unlefs  it  pe  to  pirn  her. 


All  other  laffes  lie  forfakes, 

And  flies  to  me  alone; 
At  every  fair,  and  all  our  walks 

To  me  he  makes  his  moan: 
He  buys  me  toys,  and  fweetmeats  too, 

And  ribbons  for  my  hair, 
No  Iwain  was  ever  half  fo  good, 

Nor  half  fo  kind  and  fair. 

Where'er  I  go  I  nothing  fear, 

If  Jockey  is  but  by; 
For  I  alone  am  all  his  care, 

When  ever  dangers  nigh. 
He  vows  to  wed  next  Whitfunday, 

And  make  me  bleft  for  life; 
Can  I  refufe,ye  maidens  fay, 

To  be  young  Jockey's  wife? 

Same  Ttirie 

rT^  (]  %-» lite  bird,  from  grove  to  grove, 
X    To  wander  like  the  bee, 
To  Hp  of  fweets,  and  tafte  of  love, 

Is  not  enough  for  me: 
NTo  fluttering  paffions  wake  my  breaft, 

I  wifli  the  place  to  find 
VVhrrr  fate  may  give  me  peace  and  reft, 

One  fhepherd  to  my  mind. 


To  every  youth  T'U  not  be  gay,- 

Nor  try  on  all  my  power:, 
Nor  future  pleafures  throw  away 

In  tqyirgs  for  an  hour: 
I  would  not  reign  the  general  toaft, 

Be  prais'd  by  all  the  town; 
A  thoufand  tongues  on  me  are  loft; 

I'll  hear  but  only  one. 

For  which  of  all  the  flattering  train. 

Who  (Warm  at  beauty's  fhrine, 
When  youth's  gay  charms  are  in  the  wane. 

Will  court  their  fure  decline. 
Then  fops,  and  wits,  and  beaux,forL«.u  , 

Your  arts  will  never  do; 
For  fome  fond  youth  fhall  be  my  care, 

Life's  chequer'd  feafon  throV 

My  little  heart  (hall  have  a  home, 

A  warm  and  fheltercl  nrft; 
No  giddy  flights  (hall  make  me  roam 

From  where  I  am  moft  hi?  ft  : 
With  love  and  only  that  dear  fwain. 

What  tranquil    jo\  s  1  Vee{ 
Farewell, ye  falfe,  \rict  i  i«  .t  Tam; 

For  one  is  all  tn  m  . 
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Acrid  lang  fyne. 
5hould  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot,Tho'  they  return  witl 


fears? Thefe  are  the  noble  hero's  lot,Cbtain'd  inglorious  wars: 


,  i         i  n  »     r  i  V^l 

gS^^-l^  ,^trr: 

Welcome,  my  Varo,  to  my  brealt,  Thy  arms  a-bout  me   twine,  And 


once  a  -  gain  as  bleft,  As    I  was    lang  fyne. 


Methinks  around  us  on  each  bough 

A  thouland  Cupids  play, 
Whilft  through  the  groves  I  walk  with 

Each  object  makes  me  gay:  (you, 
Since  your  return, the  fun  and  moon 

With  brigher  beams  do  fhine, 
Streams  murmur  foft  notes  while  they 

As  they  did  lang  lyne.  (run, 

Dc  fpife  the  court  and  din  of  ftate; 

Let  that  to  their  fhare  fall, 
Who  can  efteem  fuch  flavery  great, 

While  bounded  like  a  ball: 
But  funk  in  love,  upon  my  arms 

Let  your  brave  h^ad  recline; 
Wr'II  pleafe  ourfelves  with  mutual  charms, 

As  we  did  lang  fyne. 


O'er  moor  and  dale  with  your  gay-  friew 

You  may  purfue  the  chace, 
And,  after  a  blyth  bottle,  end 

All  cares  in  my  embrace: 
And, in  a  vacant  rainy  day, 

You  fhall  be  wholly  mine; 
We'll  make  the  hours  run  Cnooth  away, 

And  laugh  at  lang  tyne. 

The  hero,  pleas 'd  with  the  tweet  air, 

The  Cigna  of  gen'rous  love, 
Which  had  been  utter 'd  by  the  fair, 

Bowel  to  the  pow'rs  above; 
Next  day,  with  glad  confent  and  hafte,j 

Th'  approach'd  the  facred  (hrine; 
Where  the  good  prieft  the  couple  blel 

And  put  them  out  of  pine. 


Leander  .on  the  Bay. 


pleafe,'Gainft  him  their  malice  fhew,The  heavens  lourd,The  rain  down  pourd, 


,v      And  loud  the  winds  did  blow. 


CO 

Then  cafting  round  his  eyes, 
Thus  of  his  fate  he  did  complain, 

Ye  cruel  rocks,  and  flciesi 
Ye  ftormy  winds,  and  angry  main, 
What 'tis  to  mifs 
The  lovers  blifV, 
Alas!  ye  do  not  know; 
Make  me  your  wreck 
As  I  come  back, 
But  fpare  me  as  I  go . 

Lo!  yonder  ftands  the  tower 
Where  my  beloved  Hero  lies, 

And  this  is  the  appointed  hour 
Which  fets  to  watch  her  longing  eyes. 
To  his. fond  fuit 
The  gods  were  mute; 
The  billows  anfwer,  No; 
Up  to  the  fkies 
The  furges  rife, 
But  fink  the  youth  as  low. 

Meanwhile  the  wifhing  maid, 
Divided  'twixt  her  care  and  love, 


Now  does  his  ftav  upbraid; 
Now  dreads  he  fhou'd  the  paffage  prove: 

0  fate,  laid  (he, 
Nor  heaven, nor  thee, 

Our  vows  (hall  e'er  divide. 

I'd  leap  this  wall, 

Cou'd  r  but  fall 
By  my  Leander's  fide  . 

At  length  the  rifing  fun 
Did  to  her  fight  reveal  too  late, 

That  Hero  was  undone; 
Not  by  Leander's  fault,but  fate. 
Said  file,  I'll  fhew, 
Tho'we  are  two, 
Our  love's  were  ever  one; 
This  proof  I'll  give, 

1  will  not  live, 

Nor  fhall  he  die  alone. 

Down  from  the  wall  fhe  leapt 
Into  the  raging  feas  to  him , 

Courting  each  wave  fhe  met, 
To  teach  her  weary'd  arms  to  fwim; 
The  fea-gods  wept, 
Nor  longer  kept 
Her  from  her  lover's  fide. 
When  join'd  at  laft, 
She  grafp'd  him  faft, 
Then  tigh'd,embrac'd,and  dy'd . 
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The  Gentle  Swain 


Tune  Johnnys  gray  Breek 


Ye  Njinphs,Ohi  lead  me  thro'  the  Grove, 
Thro'  which  your  ftreams  in  filence  mourn; 
There  with  my  Johnny  let  me  rove, 
'Till  once  his  fleecy  flocks  return; 
Young  Johnny  is  my  Gentle  Swain, 
That  fweetly  pipes  along  the  mead, 
So  foons  the  "ambkins  hear  his  (train, 
Wi+h  eager  fteps  they  turn  in  fpeed . 

The  Flocks  now  all  in  fportive  play, 
Coire  frifking  round  the  piping  fwain, 
Then  fearful  of  too  long  delay. 
Run  bleating  to  their  Dams  again, 
Within  thr  -fVefh  green  Myrtle  T3rove, 
The  feather'd  choir  in  rapture  fing, 
And  {weetlp  warble  forth  their  love, 
lb  welcome  the  returning  Spring. 

Same  Tnne 

TEXNYS  heart  was  frank  and  free, 
1   \nd  wooers  fhe  had  mom  yet, 
Ht  i  fang  was  .-ye^Of  a*  f  fee, 

I   >m*nefrd  me  to  mv  Johnie  yet. 


For  air  and  late,  he  has  fie    gate  B 
lb  mak  a  body  cheaiyvthat 
I  wifli  to  be, before  I  die, 
His  am  kind  deary  yet. 

Nowr  Jenny's  face  was  i\i  o'  grace  J 
Her  ihape  was  fma'  and  genty-likej  1 
And  few  or  nane  in  a'  the  place  \ 
Had  gowd  and  gear  mair  pienty  y<  j 
Tho'  war's  alarms,  and  Jonnies  chm 
Had  gart  her  aft  look  eerie,  vet 
She  umg  wi'gleej'l  hope  to  *De 
"My  Johnie's  ain  kind  Deary  yet  if  | 

'''What  tho'  he's  now  gaen  far  aw]  < 
"""Where  guns  and  cannons  rattle,  m 
"Unlefs  my  Johnie  chance  to  fa',  j  I 
"In  fome  uncanny  battle,  jet 
'Till  he  return,  his  breaft  will  b  n 
*Wi'  love  that  will  confound  me  Ml 
"For  I  hope  to  fee, before  I  dieh 
""His  Bairns  a'  dance  around  mep 


He  ftole  mv  tender  Heart  away. 


^9 


fay,  Young  Colin   ftole  my  heart  a_way,  In  fpite  of    all  my 


i 


friends  cou'd   fay,  Young  Col  _  in  ftole  my  heart 


way 
i- 


When  ere  lie  trips  the  meads  along, 
He  (weetly  Joins  the  woodlark's  fong; 
And  when  he  dances  on  the  green, 
There's  none  fo  blithe  as  Colin  feen: 
If  he's  but  by  I  nothing  fear, 
For  I  alone  am  all  his  care; 
rhen.  (pite  of  all  my  friends  can  fay, 
He  8  ftole  my  tender  hearc  away. 


My  Mother  chides  when  ere  I  roam, 
And  feems  furpris'd  1  quit  my  home, 
But  {he'd  not  wonder  that  I  rove, 
Did  lhe  but  feel  how  much  T  love. 
Full  well  I  know  the  genrous  {wain, 
Will  never  give  my  bofom  pain; 
Then  fpite  of  all  my  friends  can  fay, 
He's  ftole  my  tender  heart  a*  ay. 


Blyth  Jocky  yonng  and  Gay. 


When  I  and  Jocky  met  firft  on  the  flow'ry  dale» 
Right  fweetly  he  me  tret,  and  love  was  a'  his  tale. 

You  are  the  lafs,  faid  he,  that  ftaw  my  heart  ferae  me, 
O  eafe  me  of  my  pain,  and  never  fhow  difdauw 

Well  can  my  Jocky  kyth  his  love  and  courtefte; 

He  made  my  heart  fu  blyth  when  he  firft  fpake  to  me. 
His  fuit  I  ill  deny'd;  he  kifs'd,and  I  comply'd: 
Sae  Jocky  promis'd  me,  that  he  wad  faithful  be. 

Vm  glad  when  Jocky  comes,  fad  when  he  gangs  away; 
'Tis  night  nh^n  Jocky  glooms,  but  when  he  fmiles 'tis  day. 

When  our  eyes  meet  I  pant,  I  colour,  figh,  and  faint; 

What  lafs  that  wad  be  kind  can  better  tell  her  mind. 


Bonny  Befsy. 


c3I 


Tune  Befseys  Haggles. 


Befsy's  bofom's  fa£t  and  warm, 

Milk-white  fingers  ftill  employ 'd, 
He  who  tales  her  to  his  arm, 

Of  her  fweets  can  ne'er  be  cloy'd . 
My  dear  Befsy,  when  the  rofes 

Leave  thy  cheek,  as  thou  grows  aulder, 
Virtue,  which  thy  mind  difclofes, 

Will  keep  love  from  growing  caulder. 


BefsyV  tocher  is  but  fcanty, 

Yet  her  face  and  foul  difcovers 
Thofe  enchanting  (weets  in  plenty 

Maun  entice  a  thoufand  lovers . 
^Tis  not  money,  but  a  woman 

Of  a  temper  kind  and  eafy, 
That  gives  happinefs  uncommon; 

Petted  things  can  nought  but  tea/e  ve 


Twine  weel  the  Plaiden. 


But  he  has  left  the  laft  he  loo'd, 

His  ain  true  love  forfaken, 
Which  gars  me  fair  to  greet  the  fno( 

I  loft  amang  the  bracken. 
And  twine  it  weel,  my  bonny  dow, 

And  twine  it  weel, the  plaiden; 
The  laffie  loft  her  filken  fnood, 

In  puingof  the  bracken. 


He  prais'd  my  een  fae  bonny  blue, 

Sae  lilly  white  my  fkin  o\ 
And  f\  ne  he  prie'd  my  bonny  mou, 

And  {wore  it  was  nae  fin  o\ 
And  twine  it  weel, my  .bonny  dow, 

And  twine  it  weel  the  plaiden;. 
The  laffie  loft  her  filken  fnood, 

In  pn'ing  of  the  bracken. 


Faireft  of  the  Fair. 
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town;  Can  fUent  glens  have  charms  for  thee,  the  lowly  cot,  and  ruffet 


gownSNae  langer  dreft  in  filken  flieen,Nae  langer  deck'd  wi  jewels  rare  Say, 


canft  thou  quit  each  courtly  fcene,  Where  thou  was  fcireft  of  the  fair,  Wh 


t 

hou  i 

•\as  faireft 

of 

the  fair? 

R 

(3) 

)  JJjwfecanft  thou  love  fo  true, 

Thro'  perils  keen  wi'  roe  to  gae? 
>r  when  thy  fwain  roifhap  fhall  rue, 

To  fhare  with  him  the  pang  of  wae? 
^nd  when  invading  pains  befal, 

Wilt  thou  affume  the  Nurfes  care, 
ior  wifhful  thofe  gay  fcenes  recal, 

Where  thou  wait  faireft  of  the  fair? 


(2) 

O  Nannie*  when  thourt  far  awa, 

Wilt  thou  not  caft  a  wifh  behind? 
Sag  canft  thou  face  ,  the  flaky-  fnaw, 

Nbnfhrink  before  the  warping  wind? 
O  can  that  fart  and  gentleft  mien, 

Severeft  hardfhips  learn  to  bear, 
Nor  fad  regret  each  courtly  fcene, 

Where  thou  wuft  iaireft  of  the  fair.7 

(4) 

4nd^  when  at  laft  thy  love  fliall  die, 

Wilt  thou  receive  his  parting  breath? 
Wilt  thou  reprefs  each  irruggling  figh, 

And  chear  with  fmiles  the  Ded  of  death. 
And  wilt  thou  o'er  his  much  lovcl  clay, 

Strew  flowers,  and  drop  the  tender  tear? 
Nor  then  regret  thofe  fcenes  fo  gay, 

Where  thou  waft  faireft  of  the  fair? 


Jockie  was  the  laddie  that  held  the  pleugh, 

But  now  he's  got  gow'd  and  gear  eneugh; 

He  thinks  nae  mair  of  me  that  weirs  the  plaiden  coat; 

May  the  fhame  fa'  the  gear,  and  the  blathrie  o\[ 

Jenny  was  the  lafsie  that  mucked  the  byre. 

But  now  fhe  is  clad  in  her  filken  attire, 

And  Jockie  fays  he  loes  her,  and  (wears  he's  me  forgot; 

May  the  fhame  fa'  the  gear,  and  the  blathrie  o't!  j 

But  all  this  (hall  never  danton  me, 
Sae  lang  as  I  keep  my  fancy  free: 

For  the  lad  that's  fae  inconftant,  he's  not  worth  a  groat; 
May  the  fhame  fa'  the  gear,  and  the  blathrie  o"ti 

Lucky  Nancy.  Tune       ^  ^ 


Continued . 
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Nancy,  Auld  fprings  wad  ding  the  new;  But  ye  wad  never  trow  me 


Nor  fnaw  with  crimlbn  will  I  mix, 
To  fpread  upon  my  laffie's  cheeks; 
And  fyne  th*  unmeaning  name  prefix, 

Miranda,  Chloe,  Or  Phillis. 
I'll  fetch  nae  fimile  frae  Jove, 
My  hight  of  ecftaf>-  to  prove, 
Nor  fighing  -  thus  —  prefent  my  love 

With  rofes  eke  and  lilies. 
I  was  ay  telling  you,&c. 

But  ftay,  - 1  had  amaift  forgot 
My  miftrefs,  and  my  fang  to  boot, 
And  that's  an  unco'  faut,I  wot; 

But,  Nanfy, 'tis  nae  matter. 
Ye  fee  I  clink  my  verfe  wi'  rh>-me, 
And  ken  ye,  that  atones  the  crime; 
Fbrb\\  how  (weet  my  numbers  chyme, 

And  Aide  away  like  water. 
I  was  ay  telling  you,  &c. 


Now  ken, my  revrend  fonly  fair, 
Thy  runkled  cheeks,  and  lyrat  hair, 
Thy  half  fhut  een,  and  hod  ling  air, 

Are  a'  my  paf (ion's  few  el. 
Nae  fkyring  gowk,  my  dear, can  fee. 
Or  love,  or  grace,  Or  heaven  in  thee; 
Yet  thou  haft  charms  anew  for  me; 
Then  fmile,  and  be  na  cruel. 
Leez  me  on  tny  fnawy  pow, 
Lucky  Nancy,  Lucky  Nancyl 
Dry  eft  wood  will  eitheft  low. 
And,  Nan ry,  fae  will  ye  now. 

Troth,  I  have  fung  the  fang  to  you, 
Which  ne"er  anither  bard  wad  do; 
neat  then  my  charitable  vow, 

Dear  venerable  Nancyl 
But  if  the  warld  my  pafsion  wrang, 
And  fay  ye  only  live  in  fang, 
Ken,  I  defpife  a  fland'ring  tongue, 

And  fing  to  pleafe  niv  fancv. 
Lee/,  me  on  thv  fee. 


Kate  of  A_ber_deen,    With  Kate  of  AJber  -  deen, 


The  Nymphs  and  Swains,  expectant, wait  At  her  approach,  the  lark  miftakes,  \  \ 

In  primrofe-chaplets  gay,  And  quits  the  new-drefs'd  green:  \4 

Till  morn  unbars  her  golden  gate,  Fond  bird!  'tis  not  the  morning  brealjtf 

And  gives  the  promiscl  May.  'Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen! 
The  Nymphs  and  Swains  (hall  all  declare 

The  promiscl  May,  when  feen,  Now  blithfome  o'er  the  dewy  mead,  H 

Not  half  fo  fragrant,  half  fo  fair,  Where  elves  difportive  play,  I 

As  Kate  of  Aberdeen.  The  feftal  dance  young  fhepherds  tal 

Or  fing  their  love-tun'd  lay.  I 

Til  tune  my  pipe  to  playful  notes,  'Till  May,  in  morning  robe,  draws  n  k 

And  roufe  >on  nodding  grove,  And  claims  a  Virgin  Queen; 
Till  new-waFd  birds  diftend  their  throats,  The  Nymphs  and  Swains,  exulting,  crff 

And  hail  the  maid  I  love.  Here's  Kate  of  Aberdeen! 


Tweed  Side 


What  beauties  does    Flora  dif_  .clofe!  How  feet  are  her 


thofe,  Both 


nature  jmdfancy    ex  _  ceed.    No    dai£    nor   fweet  blu{h~1n£ 

 "iHsfe 


6  6 


6  6 


ro^Kor    all  t^ayfl^  ^^T^^Id,   Nor  T^eT^^ 

'  '  up 


6  6 


gentl^tW  thofe  S„cJl   be^-  and  ple^brTIoes  yield. 


It  blackbird  » J  r    ♦  ^rUfll'        Kmd  Nature  '"bulging  mv  blifs, 

^t^Jrie;°aOTe'  TVdtroft  r;  br<^ 

•on>e,  let  us  go  forth  to  the  n,7ad,  a,,'br0'la,  ^ 

rAfitte  inT^  PVrr°feS  'T'S  fte  does  *»  virgin,  excel, 

And  love  ^  J&E  1^ '  f  N°  "»*  "ef  n,av  compare; 

'    ^      fiatherd  f01^  Move's  graces  around  her  do  dvlcll, 

does  mv  love  ,,,f«  th   i       j    ,         She's  fa"-eft,  where  thoufinds  a,. •  fair, 

"  th.  v  never  carelefsh-  ftrav        P*  ,    •  ""J  "  n°on  ****  *%  « 

ti  .  ai|ffp.  o,  pleafanter banks  of  tl:.Tu,-J: 
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Marys  Dream 


he  from  her  pillow  gently  rais'd 

Her  head  to  afk,who  there  might  be 
he  faw  young  Sandy  fhivring  ftand, 

With  vifage  pale  and  hollow  eye; 
)  Mary  dear,  cold  is  my  clay, 

'it  lies  beneath  a  ftormy  fea; 
^ar,  far  from  thee,  I  fleep  in  death; 

So, Marys  weep  no  more  for  me. 

hree  ftormy  nights  and  fformy  days 
'We  tofs'd  upon  the  raffing  main: 
knd  long  we  ftrove  our  Dark  to  fave, 
But  all  our  ftriving-was  in  vain. 


Continued.  3& 

Ev'n  then, when  horror  chill cl  my  blood, 

'My  heart  was  fiilcl  with  love  for  thee: 
'The  ftorm  is  paft,  and  T  at  reft: 
'So, Mary, weep  no  more  for  me. 
4 

O  maiden  dear,  thyfelf  prepare, 

'We  foon  fliall  meet  upon  that  fhore, 
'Where*  love  is  free  from  doubt  and  care, 

i\nd  thou  and  I  (hall  part  no  more! 
Loud  crow'd  the  cock,  the  (hadow  fled, 

No  more  of  Sandy  could  fhe  fee; 
But  foft  the  pafling  lpirit  faid, 
**Sweet  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  meV 


Water  Parted  from  the  Sea 


Andante 

i 


JJJTl 


tm\ijpft\rti 


bubbling  fount  may  flee  _     or  _    thro' fer  _  tile  valley  glide.  .     Tho'  in 


murmurs  as 


it  flows,  Pantine  for  its     na  _  _  rive    home.   Tho'  in 


___jearch  of  fof^_re  .pofe,        thro' the  land  'tis  tree  to    roam,      ftill  it 


lurmurs  as      it       flows,        pan.  _  ting  for  its  na  .  ^tive  home 


to 


The  Maid^that  tends  the  Goats,  by  Mf  Dudgeon 


40  Up  amang  yon  cliffy  rocks.  Sweetly  rings  the  rif_ing  echo, 


Hark,  (he  fings/ young  Sandy's  kind  "An'  he's  promis'd  ay  to    loV  me; 


"Here's  a  brotch,  I   ne'er  fhall  tin'd,"Till  he's  fairly  marri'd  to  me; 


"Sandy  herds  a  flock  o'  Aieep, 
"Aften  does  he  blaw  tJie  whiftle, 
"In  a  ftrain  fae  faftly  fweet, 
"Lam'mies  liftning  dare  nae  bleat; 

He's  as  fleet's  the  mountain  roe, 
"Hardy,  as  the  highland  heather, 
"Wading  thro'  the  winter  fnow, 
*  Keeping  ay  his  flock  together; 
'But  a  pfai 'd,      bare  houghs, 
'He  braves  tlie  bleakeft  norlin  blaft 


Brawly  he  can  dance  and  fing 
"Canty  glee  or  highland  cronach 
Nane  can  ever  match  his  fling 
"At  a  reel,  or  round  a  ring; 
"Wight ly  can  he  wield  a  rung 
"In  a  brawl  he's  ay  the  bangfter: 
"A' his  praife  can  ne'er  be  fung 
By  the  langeft  winded  fangfter. 
"Sangs  that  fing  o'  Sandy 
"Come  fhort,tho'  they  were  e'er  fae 


lan^ 


V 


I  Will  my  Love  were  in  a  Mir 
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fits   by  thee,  And  hears  and  fees  thee,     all   the  while,So  foftly 


rais'd  fuch  tumults  in  my  breaft;  For,  while  I  ga/d,  in  trantyort 


Mv  bofom  glow'd;  the  fubtile  flame 
Ran  quick  thro'  all  my  vital  frame; 
Oe*  my  dim    eyes  a  darknefs  hung; 
My  ears  with  hollow  murmurs  rung: 
In  dewy  damps  my  limbs  were  cJuTl'd; 
My  blood  with  gentle  horrors  thrill 'd; 
My  feeble  pulfe  forgot  to  play: 
I  fainted,  funk,  and  dy'd  away! 


\2 


Same  Tone 


O Lovely  maid,  how  dears  thy  powr. 
At  once  I  love^a^'Once  adore: 
With  wonder  are  my  thoughts  poffeft, 
While  fofteft  love  infpires  my  breaft. 
This  tender  look,thefe  eyes  of  mine, 
Confefs  their  am'rous  mafter  thine; 
Theft  eves  with  Strephons  paflion  play; 
Fn  ft  make  me  love,  and  then  betray. 

m-**--&j  -         -  4-      '  s~ -''Mmv/p'te 

Yes,Charming  Victor, I  am  thine, 
Poor  as  it  is,  this  heart  of  mine 
Was  never  in  another's  poWr, 
Was  never  pierc'd  by  love  before. 


In  thee  I've  treafur'd  up  my  joy, 
Thou  can'ft  give  blifs,or  blifs  deftroy: 
And  thus  I've  bound  myfelf  to  love, 
While  blifs  or  mifery  can  move. 

O  fiiould  I  ne'er  poflefs  thy  charms, 
Ne'er  meet  my  comfort  in  my  arms, 
Were  hopes  of  dear  enjoyment  gone, 
Still  would  I  love, love  thee  alone. 
But,  like  fome  difcontented  fhade, 
That  wanders  where  its  body's  laid, 
Mournful  I'd  roam  with  hollow  glare, 
For  ever  exil<Tfrom  my  fair. 


Logan  Water. 


But  bufv,bu(y  ftill  art  thou 
To  bind  the  lovelefs,  joylefs  vow; 
The  heart  from  pleafure  to  delude, 
And  join  the  gentle  to  the  rude. 


4  5 
g 

For  once,  O  Fortune!  hear  my  prayer; 
And  I  abfolve  thy  future  care; 
All  other  bleiTings  I  refign, 
Make  but  the  dear  Amanda  mine. 


Allan  Water. 
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mires,  and  owns  fhe's  bonny.    Since  firft  fhe    trode   the  hap_p> 


plain,  She  fet    each  youthful  heart  on  fire;  Each  nymph  does  to  her 


fwain  com  .plain, That  Annie,  kin.dles   new  de  -  fire 


'his  lovely  darling  deareft  care, 
This  new  delight,  this  charming  Annie, 

ike  fummers  dawn,  (he  s  frelh  and  fair, 
When  Flora's  fragrant  breezes  fan  ye. 

U  day  the  am'rous  youths  conveen, 

Joyous  theyfport  and  play  before  her; 

11  night,  when  fhe  no  more  is  feen, 
In  blifsful  dreams  they  ftili  adore  her. 

mong  the  croud  Amyntor  came, 
He  looko^he  lovcl,he  bow'd  to  Annie; 
f's  rifmg  fighs  exprefs  his  flame, 
|  His  words  were  few,  his  wifhes  many. 


With  fmiles  the  lovely  maid  reply'd, 
Kind  fhepherd,why  Qiouid  I  deceive  yei 

Alasi  your  love  muft  be  deny'd, 

This  deftin'd  breaft  can  ne'er  relieve  ye. 

Young  Damon  came  with  Cupid  s  art, 

His  wiles,his  fmiles,his  charms  beguiling 
He  ftole  awa)-  my  virgin  heart; 

Ceafe,poor  Amyntorl  ceafe  bewailing: 
Some  brighter  beauty  you  may  find; 

On  yonder  plain  the  nymphs  are  many; 
Then  chufe  fome  heart  that's  unconfin'd, 

And  leave  to  Damon  his  own  Annie. 


<*J      fee  him  come  a{ho 

re. For  there's  nae  lu< 

—  j    1  i  '  J         «  4 

:k  about  the  Houfe,the 

res  na 

ie  luc 
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va; There's  little  pleafure  in  the  Houfe,  when  our  Goodmans  a.wa'. 


"Rife  up  and^mak  a  clean  fire  fide, 
Put  on  the  mukle  Pat; 
Gie  little  Kate  her  cotton  gown, 
And  Jock  his  Sunday's  coat; 
And  mak  their  Shoon  as  black  as  Slaes, 
Their  hofe  as  white  as  fnaw. 
It's  a' to  pleafe  my  ain  Goodman; 
For  he's  been  lang  awa.  Cho. 

There  is  twa  Hens  upon  the  Bauk, 
"S  been  fed  this  month  and  mair* 
Mak-hafte,and  thra  their  necks  about, 
That  Colin  well  may  fare; 
And  fpread  the  Table  neat  and  clean; 
Gar  ilka  thing  look  bra; 
It's  a' for  love  of  my  Goodman; 
For  he's  been  lang  awa.  Cho? 

O  gie  me  down  my  bigonets,  . 

My  Bifhop  fattin  gown;  ' 

For  I  maun  tell  the  Baillies  wife, 

That  Colin's  come  to  Town; 

My  Sunday's  fhoon  they  maun  gae  on, 

M\  hbfe  o'  pearl  blue, 

lt*s  a'to  pleafe  my  ain  Goodman;^ 

For  he's  baith  Iceland  true.  Cho. 


Sae  true's  his  words,Sae  fmooths  h 

His  breath  like  caller  Air,  {fpeeci 

His  very  foot  has  mufick  in't, 

When  he  comes  up  ttie  ftair; 

And  will  I  fee  his  face  again! 

And  will  I  hear  him  fpeak! 

I'm  downright  dizzy  wee  the  thouj 

In  troth, I'm  like  to  greet.  Cho. 

The  cauld  blafts  of  the  winter  win* 

That  thrilled'  thro'  my  heart, 

They're  a  blaun  by,  I  hae  him  fafe. 

Till  Death  we'll  never  part; 

But  what  puts  parting  in  my  head: 

It  may  be  far  awa; 

The  prefent  moment  is  our  Ain; 

The  neift  we  never  faw.  Cho? 

Since  Colin's  well,  I'm  well,  conten 

I  hae  nae  mair  to  crave; 

Could  I  but  live  to  mak  him  blel 

I'm  bleft  aboon  the  lave; 

And  will  I  fee  his  face  again  j 

And  will  I  hear  him  fpeaki 

I'm  downright  -dizzy  wee  the  thoii^! 

In  troth,! m  like  to  greet.  Cho.  I 


Bu^when  woven,  dreft,and   clean,  ft  may  be  cleading  for  a  Queen, 


Sing,  my  bonny  harmlefs  fheep, 
(That  feed  upon  the  mountains  fteep, 
Pleating  fweetly  as  ye  go, 
Thro'  the  winters  froft  and  (now; 
Wart,  and  hynd,and  fallow-deer, 
|Nobe  ha'f  fo  ufefulare: 
pVae  kings  to  him  that  hads  the  plow, 
Are  nil  oblige!  to  tarry-  woo. 


(Tp,  ye  fhepherds,  dance  and  flcip, 
i«  the  hills  and  valleys  trip, 
M«g  up  the  praife  of  tarry  woo: 
the  flocks  that  bear  it  too: 
Jtrmlefs  'creatures,  without  blame, 
rhat  cleid  the  back  and  cram  the  wame, 
k«p   us  warm  and  hearty  fou* 
me  on  the  tarry  woo. 


How  happy  is  the  ftiepher'ds  life, 
Far  frae  courts,and  free  of  ftrife, 
While  the  gimmers  bleat  and  bae, 
And  the  lambkins  anfwer  mae: 
No  fuch  mufic  to  his  ear; 
Of  thie£  or  fox  he  has  no  fear; 
Sturdy  kent,  and  colly  true, 
Well  defend  the  tarry  woo. 

He  lives  content,  and  envies  none; 
Not  even  a  monarch  on  his  throne, 
Tho'  he  the  royal  fceptre  fw&vs. 
Has  not  fweeter  holidays, 
Who*d  be  a  king, can  ony  Ml.' 
When  a  ihepherd  fings  fae  well; 
Singt  fae  well,  and  pays  his  due, 
With  honeO  heart  and  tarrv  woo. 
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The  Maid  in  Bedlam. 


One  i 

□orning  very  ear.ly 

,  one  morning  in 
i 

the  fpring,  I 

Slow 

1   i  "1 

4  1 

heard  a  maid    in    Bedlam,  who   mourn  _ful_ly  did    fing;  Her 


Ohi  cruel  were  his  parents,  who  fent  my  love  to  fea; 
And  cruel,  cruel,  was  the  £hip  that  bore  my  love  from  me, 
Yet  I  love  his  parents,  fince  they're  his,  although  they've  rumd  me; 
For  T  love  my  love*  &c. 

Oi  fhould  it  pleafe  the  pitying  pow'rs  to  call  me  to  the  fky, 
I'd  claim  a  guardian  angel's  charge,  around  my  love  to  fly, 
For  to  guard  him  from  all  dangers,  how  happy  fhould  I  be  1 
For  I  love  my  love,  &c. 

1*11  make  a  ftrawy  garland,  I'll  make  it  wondrous  Fine, 
With  rofes,  lillies, daifies,  Til  mix  the  eglantine: 
And  1*11     prefent  it  to  my  love,  when  he  returns  from  fea. 
For  T  love  my  love,  &c. 

O  if  I  were  a  little  bird,  to  build  upon  his  breaft; 
-    Or  if  I  were  a  nightingale,  to  fing  my  love  to  reft; 
To  ga/e  upon  his  lovely  eyes,  all  my  reward  fhould  be; 
For  1  love  my  love,  &c. 

O  if  I  were  an  eagle,  to  foar  into  the  fky, 
I'd  ga/e  around,  with  piercing  eyes,  where  1  my  love  might  fpy: 
But  ahi  unhappy  maiden,  that  love  you  ne'er  fhall  fee; 
Yet  I  love  my  love,  &c. 


Continued.  '  .<  ^ 

Whilft  thus  (lie  fung,  lamenting,  her  love  was  come  on  fbore,  : 
He  heard  fhe  was  in  Bedlam:  then  did  he  afk  no  more; 
But  ftraight  he  flew  to  find  her,  while  thus  replied  he: 
I  love  my  love,  &c. 

0  Sir,  do  not  affright  me:  are  you  my  love,  or  not? 
Yes,  yes,  my  deareft  Molly;  I  fear'd  I  was  forgot. 
But  now  I'm  come  to  make  amends  for  all  your  injury, 

And  I  love  my  love,  &  c. 

To  the  foregoing  Tone. 

AS  down  on  Banna's  banks  I  ftray'd,  one  evening  in  May, 
The  little  birds,  in  blytheft  notes,  made  vocal  ev'ry  fpray: 
They  fung  their  little  notes  of  love;  they  fung  them  o'er  and  o'er. 
Ahi  gramachree,  mo  challeenduge,  mo  Molly  aftore. 

The  daify  pied,  and  all  the  fweets  the  dawn  of  nature  yields; 
The  primrofe  pale,.the  violet  blue,  lay  fcatter'd  o'er  the  fields; 
Such  fragrance  in  the  bofom  lies  of  her  whom  I  adore, 
Ah!  gramachree,  &c. 

1  laid  me  down  upon  a  bank,  bewailing  my  fad  fate, 
That  doom'd  me  thus  the  flave  of  love, and  cruel  Molly's  hate. 
How  can  file  break  the  honeft  heart,  that  wears  her  in  it's  core? 

Ahi  gramachree,  &c. 

You  faid,  you  lov'd  me,  Molly  dear;  ah!  why  did  I  believe? 
Yes,  who  could  think  (uch  tender  words  were  meant  but  to  deceive.' 
That  love  was  all  I  afk'd  on  earth;  hay  Heav'n  could  give  no  more . 
Ah!  gramachree,  &c . 

Ohlhad  I  all  the  flocks  that  graze  on  yonder  yellow  hill, 
Or  lowcl  for  me  the  num'rous  herds,  that  yon  green  paftures  fill, 
With  her  I  love  I'd  gladly  fhare  my  kine  and  fleecy  ftore, 
Ah!  gramachree,  &c. 

Two  turtle  doves,  above  my  head,  fat  courting  on  a  bough, 
1  envy'd  them  their  happinefs,to  fee  them  bill  and  coo; 
Such  fondnefs  once  for  me  fhe  fheWd,  but  now,  alas!  'tis  o'er. 
Ah!  gramachree,  &c. 

Then,  fare  thee  well,  my  Molly  dear,  thy  lofs  I  ftill  fhall  moan; 
Whilft  life  remains  in  Strephon's  heart, 'twill  beat  for  thee  alone. 
Tho'  thou  art  falfe,  may  heav'n  on  thee  it's  choiceft  blefsings  pour. 
Ahi  gramachree,  &c . 

To  the  foregoing  Tune. 

HAD  I  a^heart  for  falfehood  fram'd,  T  ne'er  could  injure  you;  (true; 
For  tho  your  tongue  no  promife  claim'd,  jour  charms  wou'd  make  nit 
To  you  no  foul  fhall  bear  deceit, no  ftranger  offer  wrong; 
But  friends  in  all  the  ag'd  you'll  meet,  and  lovers,  in  the  young. 

But  when  they  learn, that  you  have  blefs'd  another  with  your  hear*, 
They'll  bid  afpiring  paffion  reft,  and  acl  a  brother's  part; 
Then,  lady,  dread  not  their  deceit,  nor  fear  to  fuffer  wrong; 
For  friends  in  all  the  ag'd  you'll  meet,  and  brothers,  in  the  your*  : 


The  Collier's  bonny  Laffie. 
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The 


collier  has  a  daughter, And  O  {he's  wonder  bonnyi  A 


Li  vely 


6- 


laird  he  was  that  fought  her,  Rich  baith  in  lands  and  money. 


r 


He  had  the  art  to  pleafe  ye, 

And  was  by  a'  refpected, 
His  airs  fat  round  him  eafy, 

Genteel,but  unaffected; 
The  collier's  bonny  laffie, 

Fair  as  the  new-blown  lillie, 
Ay  fweet,and  never  faucy, 

<ecurcl  the  heart  of  Willie. 

He  Jovcl  beyond  expreffion 

The  charms  that  were  about  her, 
'M  'i  panted  for  poffeffion, 

Mis  Mfe  was  dull  without  her, 


After  mature  refohing, 

Clofe  to  his  breaft  he  held  her, 
In  fafteft  flames  diffolving, 

He  tenderly  thus  tella"  her^. 

My  bonny  collier's  daughter, 

Let  naething  Hifcompofe  ye; 
'Tis  no  your  fcanty  tocher 

Shall  ever  gar  me  lofe  ye; 
For  I  have  gear  in  plenty, 

And  love  fays, 'Tib  my  duty, 
To  ware  what  heav'n  has  lent  me 

Upon  your  wit  and  beauty. 


Within  a  Mile  of  Edinburgh 
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vear,     Sweet  flowers  bloom  cl,  and  the  grafs  was  down,  &  each  fhepherd 

m 


making  hay,Tn«  laflle  blufh'd,&  frowning  cry d,tfo,  no, it  will  not  do,  I 


Jockey  was  a  wag  that  never  would  wed, 

Tho'  long  he  had  follow'd  the  lafs, 
Contented  (he  earn'd  and  eat  her  brown  bread, 
And  merrily  turned  up  the  grafs. 
Bonny  Jockey,  blith  and  free, 
Won  her  heart  right  merrily, 
Yet  ftill  (he  blufti'd,and  frowning  cryd,Nb,  no,  it  will  not  do, 
I  cannot,cannot,wonnot,wonnot,mannot  buckle  too. 

But  when  he  vow'd,he  wou'd  make  her  his  Bride, 

Tho'  his  flocks  and  herds  were  not  few, 
She  gave  him  her  hand, and  a  kifs  befide, 
And  vow'djflie'd  for  ever  be  true. 
Bonny  Jockey,  blith  and  free, 
Won  her  heart  right  merrily; 
At  Church  fhe  no  more  frowning  cryd,No,no,it  will  not  do, 
1  rannor,cannot,wonnot,wonnot,mannot  buckle  too.' 


so 


My  ain  kind  Deary- o. 


Will  ye   gang  o'er  the  lee-rigg,  my  ain  kind  deary- ol  And 


Andante 
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thor-nie  dike,  and  bir- ken-tree,  we'll  daff,  and  ne'er   be  wea 


-o;  They  11  fcug  ill  een  frae  you  and  me,  mine  ainkind  deary  o. 


Nae  herds  wi'  kent,  or  colly  there, 
Shall  ever  come  to  fear  ye-o; 

But  lav  rocks,  whiftling  in  the  air, 
Shall  woo,  like  me,  their  deary-oi 

While  others  herd  their  lambs  and  ewes, 
And  toil  for  warld  s  gear,  my  jo, 

Upon  the  lee  my  pleafure  grows, 
Wi'  you,  my  kind  deary-oi 


Nancys  to  the  green  -wood  gane. 


Andante 


I  What  ails  ye  at  my  xlad,  quoth  he, 

My  minny,  or  my  aunty? 
|  With  crowdy-mowdy,they  fed  me, 

Lang-kail,  and  ranty  tanty: 
'  With  bannocks  of  good  barley  meal, 

Of  thae  there  was  right  plenty, 
With  chapped  ftocks  fou  butter'd  welV; 

And  was  not  that  right  dainty! 

Altho'  my  father  was  nae  laird, 

'Tis  daffin  to  be  vaunty, 
He  keepit  ay  a  good  kail-yard, 

A  ha*  houfe,  and  a  pantry: 
A  good  blue  bonnet  on  his  head, 

An  owrlay  bout  his  cragy, 
And  ay  until  the  day  he  died, 

He  rade  on  good  fhanks  nagy. 

Now  wae  and  wander  on  your  fnout! 

Wad  ye  hae  bonny  Nanfy.7 
Wad  ye  compare  ye'rfell  to  me  ? 

A  docken  till  a  tanfiei 
I  have  a  wooer  of  my  ain; 

They  ca'  him  fouple  Sanay; 
And  well  1  wat,his  bonny  mou' 

Is  fweet  like  fugar-candy. 


Wow,  Nan  lyl  what  needs  a'  this  din? 

Do  I  not  ken  this  Sandy? 
I'm  fare  the  chief  of  a'  his  kin 

Was  Rab  the  beggar  randy: 
His  minny,  Meg, upo9  her  back, 

Bare  baith  him  and  «his  billy; 
Will  ye  compare,  a  nafty  pack 

To  me  your  winfome  Willy? 

My  gutcher  left  a  good  braid  fword, 

Tho' it  be  auld  and  nifty, 
Yet  ye  may  tak  it  on  my  word, 

It  is  baith  ftout  and  trufty; 
And  if  I  can  but  get  it  drawn, 

Which  will  be  right  uneafy,  ' 
I  fhall  lay  baith  my  lugs  in  pawn, 

That  he  fhall  get  a  hee/y. 

Then  Nanfy  turn'd  her  round  about, 

And  faid,  did  Sandy  hear  ye, 
Ye  wadna  mifs  to  get  a  clout; 

1  ken  he  defna  fear  ye: 
Sae,  had  ye'r  tongue,  and  fay  na<-  mair; 

Set  fomewhere  clfe  }Our  fancy; 
For  as  langs  Sandy's  to  the  fore, 

Ye  never  fhall  get  Nanifv. 


Blink  o'er  the  brim, fweet  Bettie. 


Leave   kindred  and    friends,  fweet  Betty,  Leave  kindreds 


Andante 
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Friends  for    me!  Af  _  fur'd   thy      fervant     is     fted  _  dy  To 


Love,    to  Honour,   and  Thee.  The    gifts     of     nature  and 


Altho'  my  fancy  were  roving, 

Thy  charms  fo  heav'nly  appear, 
That  other  beauties  difproving, 

I'd  worfhip  thine  only,  my  dear! 
And  fhou'd  life's  forrows  embitter 

The  pleafure  we  promis'd  our  loves, 
To1  (hare  them  together  is  fitter, 

Than  moan  afunder,  like  doves. 


OhI  were  I  but  once  fo  bleffed,  [ ; 

To  grafp  my  love  in  my  arms!  i 
By  thee  to  be  grafp'd  1  and  ki(fed ! 

And  live  on  thy-  heaven  of  charm! 
I'd  laugh  at  fortune's  caprices, 

Shou'd  fortune  capricious  provtj 
Tho'  death  fhou'd  tear  me  to  piece; 

I'd  die  a  martVT  to  love. 


Jenny  Netties. 
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O    Saw  ye  Jen_ny  Nettles;   Jenny  Nettles, Jenny  Nettles '■ 


Lively 


!aw  ye  Jei 


Saw  ye  Jen_ny    Net _  ties,    Coming    frae  the  market;  Wi' 


Bag  and  baggage  on  her  back,  Her  fee  and  bountith  in  her  lap,  wi' 


Bag  and  baggage  on  her  back,  And  a    babie  in  her  oxter? 


i 


I  met  ayont  the  kairny, 

Jenny  Nettles,  Jenny  Nettles, 
Singing  till  her  bairny, 

Robin  Rattles  baftard; 
To  flee  the  dool  upo'  the  ftool, 

And  ilka  ane  that  mocks  her, 
She  round  about  feeksRobin  out, 

To  ftap  it  in  his  oxter. 

Fy,  fy!  Robin  Rattle, 

Robin  Rattle,  Robin  Rattle, 
Fy,  fy!  Robin  Rattle, 

Ufe  Jenny  Nettles  kindly; 
Score  out  the  blame,  and  fhun  the  fhame, 

And  without  mair  debate  o't, 
Tak  hame  }Our  wean,  make  Jenny  fain 

The  leel  and  lecfome  gate  o't. 


When  abfent  from  the  Nymph. 

Tune  O  Jean, I  love 


fain  fhake  off  the  | 

m 


ni£ht,  Fair-er  and   fair,  er    re-pre.fents,  Be  u  linda  form'd  forj 


All  day  1  wander  through  the  groves, 

And  fighing  hear  from  ev'ry  tree 
The  happy  birds  chirping  their  loves; 

Happy  compar'd  with  lonely  me. 
When  gentle  fleep  with  balmy  wings, 

To  reft  fans  evVy  wearied  wight, 
A  thoufand  fears  my  fancy  brings, 

That  keep  me  watching  all  the  night 

Sleep  flies,  while  like  theGoddefs  fair, 

And  ail  the  graces  in  h(  r  train, 
With  melting  fmiles  and  killing  air, 
caufe  of  all  my  pain  . 


A  while  my  mind  delighted  flics 
Oer  all  her  fweets  with  thrilling  jq 

Whilft  want  of  worth  makes  doubts  a  e, 
That  all  my  trembling  hopes  deftrcj  j 

Thus,  while  my  thoughts  are  fix'd  on  to 

I'm  all  o'er  tranfport  and  defire; 
My  pulfe  beats  high,  my  cheeks  appei 

All  rofes,  and  mine  eyes  all  fire. 
When  to  myfelf  I  turn  my  view, 

My  veins  grow  chill,  my  cheeks  loop* 
Thus,  whilft  my  fears  my  pains  reneto 

1  fcarcely  look  or  move  a  man. 


Bonny  Jean. 
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Love's  goddefs   in   a    myrtle  grove,  Said,  Cupid,  bend  thy 


Andante 


PS 


m  i  r 


^  o 


bow    with  fpeed,  Nor  let  the  fhaft  at  random  rove; For  JeanyV 


No  more  the  Nym  ph,  with  haughty  air, 
Refufes  Willy's  kind  addrefs; 
Her  yielding  blufhes  fhew  no  care, 
But  too  much  fondnefs  to  fupprefs. 
No  more  the  Youth  is  fullen  now, 
But  looks  the  gayeft  on  the  green, 
Whilft  every  day  he  fpies  fome  new 
Surprifing  charms  in  bonny  Jean. 

■ 

A  thoufand  tranfports  crowd  his  breaft 
He  moves  as  light  as  fleeting  wind, 
His  former  forrows  feem  a  jeft, 
Now  when  his  Jenny  is  tiurnd  kind; 


Riches  he  looks  on  with  difdain; 
The  glorious  fields  of  war  look  mean; 
The  chearful  hound  and  horn  give  pain; 
If  abfent  from  his  bonny  Jean . 

The  day  he  fpends  in  am'rous  ga/e, 
Which  ev'n  in  fummer,(hort'ned  feems; 
When  funk  in  downs,  with  e;!a<l  nrra/e, 
He  wonders  at  her  in  his  dreams. 
, All  charms  difdos'd  fhe  looks  more  brighJ 
Than  Troy's  pri/e,  the  Spartan  Queen; 
With  breaking  dry,  he  lifts  his  fig} 
And  pants  to  be  with  bonn  | 


O'er  the  Moor  to  Maggy. 
And    I  11    o'er   the   moor  to 


w 


Maggy;   her     wit  and 


etnefs    call     me:  then   to    my    fair  I'll    fhow  my  mind,  Wh 


e  -  ver    may    bcfal    me.       If      file     love     mirth,  I'll 


1  ,xrn  to  fing;  Or    like    the  Nine  to    fol-low,     I'll    lay  my 


If  fhe  admire  a  martial  mind, 

I'll  {heath  my  limbs  in  armour; 
If  to  the  fofter  dance  inclin'd, 

With  gayeft  airs  I'll  charm  her: 
If  fhe  love  grandeur, day  and  night, 

Fti  plot  my  nation's  glory, 
Find  favour  in  my  prince's  fight, 

And  fhine  in  future  ftory. 


Beauty  can  wonders  work  with  eafij 

Where  wit  is  correfponding; 
And  braveft  men  know  beft  to  plea  . 

With.complaifance  abounding.  ! 
My  bonny  Maggys  love  can  turn 

Me  to  what  fhape  fhe  pleafes; 
If  in  her  breaft  that  flame  {hall  bu  :., 

Which  in  my  bofom  bla/es  . 


Pinky-Houfe. 


O  come,  my  love!  and  bring  a-new 

That  gentle  turn  of  mind; 
That  gracefulnefs  o£  air,  in  you, 

By   nature's  hand  defign'd  ; 
That  beauty  like  the  blufhing  rofe, 

Firft  lighted  up  this  flame; 
Which,  like  the  fun,  for  ever  glows 
Within  my  breaft  the  fame. 

Ye  Light  Coquets!  ye  Airy  Things! 

How  vain  is  all  your  art! 
How  feldom  it  a  lover  brings! 

How  rarely  keeps  a  heart! 


O  gather  from  my  Nelly's  charms, 
That  fweet,  that  graceful  eafe; 

That  blufhing  onodefty  that  warms ; 
That  native  art  to  pleafe! 

Come  then,  my  love!  O  pome  along, 

And  feed  me  with  thy  charms; 
Come,  fair  infpirer  of  my  fong, 

O  fill  my  longing  arms! 
A  flame  like  mine  can  never  die, 

While  charms,  fo  bright  as  thine. 
So  heav'nly  fair, both  pleafe  the  eye, 

And  fill  the  foul  divine! 


Here  awa',  there  awa*. 


Thro'  the  lang  muir  I  have  followed  my  Willie, 
Thro'  the  lang  muir  I  have  follow  cl  him  hame, 
Whatever  betide  us,  nought  fhall  divide  us, 
Love  now  rewards  all  my  forrow  and  pain. 

Here  awa'  there  awa',  here  awa',  Willie; 
Here  awa%  there  awa*,  here  awa\  hame . 
Come, Love,  believe  me,  nothing  can  grieve  me, 
Ilka  thing  pleafes  while  Willie's  at  hame . 

The  Blithfome  Bridal. 


Brifk 


And  there  will  be  Saundy  the  futor, 

And  Will  wi'  the  meikle  mou, 
And  there  will  be  Tam  the  blutter, 

With  Andrew  the  tinkler,!  trow; 
And  there  will  be  bowel  legged  Robie, 

With  thumblefs  Katie's  goodman, 
And  there  will  be  blew  cheeked  Dobbie, 

And  Lawrie  the  laird  of  the  land. 

And  there  will  be  fow- libber  Patie, 

And  plucky-  fac 'd  Wat  i'  the  mill, 
Capper -nos'd  Francie,and  Gibbie, 

That  wins  in  the  how  of  the  hill; 
And  there  will  be  Alafter  Sibby, 

Wha  in  with  black  Beffie  did  roool, 
With  fniveUing  Lilly  and  Tibby, 

The  lafs  that  ftands  aft  on  the  ftool. 

And  Madge  that  was  buckled  to  Steenie, 

And  coft  him  gray  breeks  to  his  a  — , 
Wha  after  was  hangit  for  Xtealing, 

Great  mercy  it  happen'd  nae  warfe; 
And  there  will  be  gleed  Geordy  Janners, 

And  Kirfli  with  the  lilly,  white-leg, 
Wha  gad e  to  the  fouth  for  manners. 

And  plaid  the  fool  in  Mons-meg. 

And  there  will  be  Judan  Maclawrie, 

And  blinkin  daft  Barbara  Macleg, 
Wt'  flea  -lugged  fharny  fae'd  Lawrie, 

And  fhangy-mou'd  halucket  Meg; 
And  there  will  be  happer  a    -  Nancie, 

And  fairy-fae'd  Flowrie  by  name, 
Muck  Madie,and  fat-hippit  Grrfy, 

The  lyf^  ni"  tlie  gowdrn  wame. 


And  there  will  be  Girn-again  Gibby, 

With  his  glakit  wife  Jeany  Bell, 
And  mifled-lhinn'd  Mungo  Macapie, 

The  lad  that  was  fkipper  himfel. 
There  lads  and  laflfes  in  pear  lings, 

Will  feaft  in  the  heart  of  the  ha\ 
On  fybows  and  rifarts  and  cartings, 

That  are  baith  fodden  and  raw. 

And  there  will  be  fadges  and  brachan, 

With  fouth  of  good  gabbocks  of  fkate, 
Powfowdie,  and  dram  mock  and  crowd  ie, 

And  caller  nowt-feet  in  a  plate; 
And  there  will  be  partans  and  buckies, 

And  whitens  and  fpeldings  enew, 
With  fingit  (Keep-heads  and  a  haggles, 

And  fcadlips  to  fup  till  you  fpew. 

And  there  will  be  lapper'd  milk  kebbucks. 

And  fowens,and  farles,  and  baps, 
With  fwats  and  well  fcraped  paunches, 

And  brandy  in  ftoups  and  in  caps; 
And  there  will  be  meal-kail  and  porrage, 

With  fkink  to  fup  till  ye  rive, 
And  roafts  to  roafton  a  brander, 

Of  flewks  that  were"  taken  alive. 

Scrapt  haddocks, wilks,dulfe  and  tangle, 

And  a  mill  of  good  fnifhing  to  prie, 
When  weary  with  eating  and  drinking. 

We'll  rife  up  and  dance  till  we  die; 
Then  fye  let  us  a'  to  the  bridal, 

For  there  will  be  lilting  there, 
For  Jock'll  be  married  to  Maggif , 

The  lafs  with  the  gowden  hair. 


0 


Sae  Merry  as  we  tvva  hae  been 


Our  flocks  feeding  clofe  by  his  fide, 

He  gently  preffing  my  hand, 
\  view'd  the  wide  world  in  its  pride, 

And  laugh'd  at  the  pomp  of  command 
My  dear,  he  wou'd  oft  to  me  fay, 

What  makes  you  hard  hearted  to  me? 
Oh  I  why  do  you  thus  turn  away, 

From  him  who  is  dying  for  thee? 
Sae  merrv,  &c. 


But  now  he  is  far  from  my  fight, 

Perhaps  a  deceiver  may  prove, 
Which  makes  me  lament  day  and  nigh 

That  ever  I  granted  my  love. 
At  eve,  when  the  reft  of  the  folk 

Are    merrily  feated  to  fpin, 
I  ftt  myfelf  under  an  oak, 

And  heavily  fighed  for  him. 
Sae  mej;ry,  fee. 


Borinv  Chn'tv 


ing  and  order    pleafe  our  een,  and   claret  makes  us  merry:  But  fineft 


colours,  fruits  and  flowers,  and  wine,  tho'  I  be  thirffy,   Lofe      a'  their 


When  wand'ring  o'er  the  flow'ry  park. 

No  nat'ral  beauty  wanting, 
low  lightfome  is't  to  hear  the  lark, 

And  birds  in  concert  chanting! 
But  if  my  Chrifty  tunes  her  voice, 

I'm  rapt  in  admiration; 
jtfy  thoughts  with  ecftafies  rejoice, 

And  drap  the  haill  creation. 

Vhene'er  fhe  fmiles  a  kindly  glance, 

I  take  the  happv  omen, 
Ind  aften  mint  to  make  advance, 

Hoping  (he'll  prove  a  woman: 
jlut,  dubious  of  my  ain  defert, 

My  femiments  T  /mother; 
Ith  fighs  I  vex  my  heart, 

For  fear  (he  love  another. 


Thus  fang  Mate  Edie  by  a  burn, 

His  Chrifty  did  o'erhear  him; 
She  doughtna  let  her  lover  mourn, 

But  e'er  he  wift  drew  near  him. 
She  (pake  her  favour  with  a  look, 

Which  left  nae  room  to  doubt  her; 
He  wifely  this  white  minute  took, 

And  flang  his  arms  about  her. 

My  Chrifty!  _  witnefe,  bonny  Stream, 

Sic  joys  frae  tears  arifing, 
I  wifh  this  mayha  be  a  dream; 

O  love  the  maift  furpriling! 
Time  was  too  precious  now  for  tauk. 

This  point  of  a'  his  wifhes 
He  wadna  with  fet  fpeeches  bauk, 

But  warcl  it  a' on  kKTes. 


62 


Jocky  faid  to  Jeany. 


I  hae  gowd  and  gear, and  I  hae  land  enough, 
I  hae  feven  good  owfen  ganging  in  a.  pleugh, 
Ganging  in  a  pleugh,  and  linking  o'er  the  lee; 
And  gin  ye  winna  tak  me,  I  can  let  ye  be. 

I  hae  a  good  ha'  houfe,  a  barn, and  a  byre, 
A  ftack  afore  the  door;  HI  make  a  rantin  fire, 
rU  make  a  rantin  fire,  and  merry  (hall  we  be; 
And  gin  ye  winna  tak  me,  I  can  let  ye  be. 

Jeany  faid  to  Jocky,  Gin  ye  winna  tell, 
Ye  (hall  be  the  lad,  I'll  be  the  lafs  myfell. 
Ye're  a  bonny  lad,  and  I'm  a  laffie  free, 
Ye're  welcomer  to  tak  me  than  to  let  me  be. 

Oer  the  hills, and  far  away. 


62  V       Jocky  met  with  Jenny  fair,  Aft  by  the  dawning  of  the  day;  But 


Andante 


Continued 
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Now  Jocky  was  a  bonny  lad 
As  e'er  was  born  in  Scotland  fair; 
But  now  poor  mani  he's  e'en  gane  wood, 
Since  Jenny  has  gart  him  defpair. 
Young  Jocky  was  a  piper's  fon, 
I  And  fell  in  love  when  he  was  young; 
But  a'  the  fprings  that  he  could  play, 
Was  o  er  the  hills,and  far  away. 

And  it's  o'er  the  hills,  &c . 

He  fung  -When  firft  my  Jenny's  face 
Haw,  (he  feem'd  fae  fu' of  grace, 
With  meikie  joy  my  heart  was  fill'd, 
I  hats  now,  alas!  with  forrow  kill'd. 
Oh.  was  (he  but  as  true  as  fair, 
Twad  put  an  end  to  my  defoair; 
Inftead  of  that  fhe  is  unkind, 
And  wavers  like  the  winter  wind  . 

And  it's  o'er  the  hills,  &c. 

Ah!  cou'd  fhe  find  the  difmal  wae, 
That  for  her  fake  I  undergae, 
She  cou'd  nae  chufe  but  grant  relief, 
And  put  an  end  to  a'  uy  grief. 


But  oh!  fhe  is  as  faufe  as  fair, 
Which  caufes  a'  my  fighs  and  care; 
But  £he  triumphs  in  proud  difdain, 
And  takes  a  pleafure  in  my  pain. 
And  it's  o'er  the  hills,  &c. 

.Hard  was  my  hap,  to  fa'  in  love 
With  ane  that  does  fae  faithlefs  prove; 
Hard  was  my  fate  to  court  a  maid, 
That  has  my  conftant  heart  betray 'd. 
A  thoufand  times  to  me  (he  (wore, 
She  wad  be  true  for  evermore. 
But,  to  my  grief,  alake,  1  fay, 
She  ftaw  my  heart  and  ran  away. 
And  it's  o'er  the  hills, &c. 

Since  that  fhe  will  nae  pity  take, 
I  maun  gae  wander  for  her  fake, 
And, in  ilk  wood  and  gloomy  grove, 
I'll  fighing^fing,  Adieu  to  love; 
Since  (he  is  faufe  whom  .1' adore, 
PJ1  never  truft  a  woman  more; 
Frae  a'  their  charms  I'll  flee  away, 
And  on  my  pipe  FU  fweetiy  plav 

O'er  hills,and  dales, and  far  av\a\.<v 


The  Flowers  of  the  Forel't. 


Bnfk  ye,  Bnflc  ye. 


gcj-^""'  Bufk  ye,bufk  ye,  my   bonny  bride;    Bufk  ye,  bufk  ve,  n 

'  f  f 
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to     the  braes  of  yarrow.     There  will  we  fport,and  gather  dew, 


To  neftlin  breezes  Flora  yields,  Hafte  ye,  hafte  ye,  my  bonny  Bell, 

And  when  the  beams  are  kindly  warming,    Hafte  to  my  arms,  and  there  Til  guard 
Rjythnefs  appears  o'er  all  the  fields,        WVfree  confent  my-  fears  repel;  (tiue; 

And  Nature  looks  more  frefh  &  charming,  I'll  wi*  my  love  and  care  reward  (<■<■. 
Learn  frae  the  burns  that  trace  the  mead,  Thus  fang  I  faftly  to  my  fair, 

Tho'  on  their  banks  the  rofes  bloflbm,     Who  rais'd  my  hopes  with  kind  relents 
Yet  haftily  they  flow  to  Tweed,  O  queen  of  fmiles,  I  afk  nae  roair, 

And  pour  their  fweetnefs  in  his  bofom.    Since  now  my  bonnv  Bells  confi  ntin/?- 


<S6 


There's  my  Thumb,  I'll  ne'er  beguile  thee. 


know,  he    reafond   with  her;      Mark,  dear  maid, the  turtles  cooing, 


See, the  op'ning  blufh  of  rofes 
All  their  fecret  charms  difclofes; 
.Sweet's  the  time,  ah!  fhort's  the  meafure; 
O  their  fleeting  hafty  pl^afurei 
Quicklv  we  muft  fnatch  the  favour 
Of  their  foft  and  fragrant  flavour; 
They  bloom  to-day,  and  fade  to-morrow, 
Droop  their  heads,  and  die  in  forrow. 


Time,  my  Befs,  will  leave  no  traces 
Of  thole  beauties,  of  thofe  graces; 
Youth  and  love  forbid  our  fraying; 
Love  and  youth  abhor  delaying; 
Deareft  maid,  nay,  do  not  fly  me; 
Let  your  pride  no  more  deny  me; 
Never  doubt  your  faithful  Willie: 
There's  my  thumb,  Til  ne'er  beguile  t 


i 


Gilderoy.- 


Ah!  Chloris,  cou'd    1     now  but  fit  As    unconrern'd  sis 


— -fif 
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dien      Your    in__fant    beau _  ty     cou'd     be  _  get  No 


hap_pi  -  nefs,  nor    pain!        When    ^1     thy^_  d 


aw  _  nini 


Vour  charms  in  harmlefs  childhood  lay, 

As  metals  in  the  mine; 
Age  from  no  face  takes  more  away, 

Than  youth  conceal cJ  in  thine: 
But  as  your  charms  infenfibly 

To  their  perfection  prefs'd; 
So  love  as  unperceiv'd  did  fly, 

And  center  cl  in  my  b  re  aft. 


My  paffion  with  your  beauty  grew, 

While  Cupid  at  my  heart, 
Still,as  his  mother  favour'd  you, 

Threw  a  new  flaming  dart . 
Each  gloried  in  their  wanton  part; 

To  make  a  lover,  he 
Em  ploy 'd  the  utmoft  of  his  art;  . 

To  make  a  beautv,  file. 


John  Hay's  Boonj  Laffie 


"    She's  frefti  as  the  fpring,  and  frveet  as  Aurora 
When  birds  mount  and'fing,  bidding  day  a  goodmorrow 
The  fwart  of  the  mead,  enamelTd  with  daifies. 
Look  wither d  and  dead,  whentwinnd  of  her  graces. 

But  if  ftie  appear  where  verdures  invite  her, 
The  fountains  run  clear,  and  flow'rs  fmell  the  fweeter: 
'Tis  heaven  to  be  by  when  her. wit  is  a  flowing; 
Her  (miles  and  bright  eye  fet  my  fpirits  a  glowing. 

The  mair  that  I  ga/.e,  the  deeper  fm  wounded; 
Struck  dumb  with  amaze,  my  ^ind  i»  confounded: 
Vm  all  in  a  fire,  dear  maid,  to  carefs  ye; 
For  a'  my  defire  is  John  I  fry's  bonny  lafft*. 


My  (hapr ,  fhc  fay»,  was  handfome, 
Mv  face  was  fair  and  clean, 

But  now  I'm  bonny  brucket, 
And  blue  beneath  the  een. 

My  even  ncre  bright  and  iparkling, 
Before  that  they  turn'd  blue; 

But  now  they're  dull  with  weeping, 

"And  a\  My  Love,  for  you. 

My  perfon  it  was  comely, 
%  i\dpe  they  faid  was  neat; 

But  now  I  am  quite  changed, 
My  Stays  they  winna'mect. 

V         1  tleeped  foundly, 
M\    nind  was  never  fad; 

hi,  now  my  reft  is  broken, 

:  AV  thinking  o'  my  lad. 


"O  could  I  live  in  darknefs, 

"Or  hide  me  in  the  fea, 
"Since  my  love  is  unfaithful, 

"And  has  forfaken  me! 
"No  other  love  I  fuffercJ 
"Within  my  breaft  to  dwell; 
fn  nought  I  have  offended 
But  loving  ^im  too  well. 

Her  lover  heard  her  mourning, 

As  by  he  chancel  to  pafs; 
And  prefs'd  unto  his  bofom 

The  lovely  brucket  Rfs. 
My  dear,  he  faid,**ceaf<  grieving; 

"Since  that  \oui  loves  fo  true, 
*My  bonny,  brucket  lafsi*,* 
*Pll  faithful  prove  to  J  Ou" 


The  Broom  of  Cowdenknows . 


>  fee  Ml'  lwai 


— p  ; — ■  ^     Tl»  * 

<*"  Hov*   blyth     ras  I  eac      morr    j  f m    \f     iwain  c^hk    'At  Hi* 
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hill  I  He  leap'd  the  bum,  and  flew  to  me,  T      met  him  wi'  good  wi] 
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I  neither  wanted  ewe  nor  lamb, 

While  his  flock  near  me  lay; 
He  gather'd  in  my  fheep  at  night,  . 
And  chear'd  me  a'  the  day. 
O  the  broom, &c. 

He  tun'd  his  pipe  and  reed  fae  fweet9 
The  birds  ftood  lift'ning  by; 

Ev  n  the  dull  cattle  ftood  and  gaz'd, 
Charm'd  wi'  his  melody. 
O  the  broom, &c. 

While  thus  we  fpent  our  time,  by  turns 
Betwixt  our  flocks  and  play, 

I  envy'd  not  the  faireft  dame, 
Tho'  ne'er  fo  rich  and  gay. 
O  the  broom,  &c. 


Hard  fate!  that  I  fhou'd  banifh'd  be, 
Gang  heavily  and  mourn, 

Becaufe  I  lov'd  the  kindeft  fwain 
That  ever  yet  was  born! 
O  the  broom,  &c. 

He  did  oblige  me  ev'ry  hour; 

Cou  'd  I  but  faithfu  be? 
He  ftaw  my  heart;  cou'd  I  refufe 

WhateV  he  afk'd  of  me? 
O  the  broom, &c. 

My  doggie,  and  my  little  kit, 
That  held  my  wee  foup  whey, 

My  plaidy,  broach,  and  crooked  ftic 
May  now  ly  ufelefs  by. 
O  the  broom,&c. 


Adieu,  ye  Cowdenknows,  adieu, 
-    Farewel  a' pleafures  there; 
Yf  gods,  reftorr  me  to  my  fwain, 
Is  a'  1  crave,  or  care. 
O  the  bioom,&c. 


To  the  foregoing  Tune. 


I 


TA7HEN  fummer  comes,  the  fwains  on 
V  '  Sing  their  fuccfisful  loves,  (Tweed 
Around  the  ewes  and  lambkins  feed, 
And  mufic  fills  the  groves. 

But  my  lov'd  fong  is  then  the  broom 
So. fair  on  Cowdenknows; 

For  fure  fo  fweet,  fo  foft  a  bloom 
Elfewhere  there  never 'grows. 

There  Colin  tun'ci  his  oaten  reed:, 
And  won  my  yielding  heart ; 

No  ftiepherd  e'er  that  dwelt  on  Tweed 
Cou'd  play  with  half  fuch  art. 

He  fung  of  Tay,  of  Forth,  and  Clyde, 
The  hills  and  dales  all  round, 

Of  Leaderhaughs  and  Leaderfide, 
Ohi  how  I  blefs'd  the  found. 


Yet  niorp  delightful  is  1  •  broom 

So  fair  op  Cowdenknov>  s; 
For  fure,fo  frefh,  fo  bright  a  bloon., 

Elfewhere  there  never  grows.  1 

Not  Tiviot  braes,fo  green  and  gay, 
May  with  this  broom  compare, 

Not  Yarrow  banks  in  flow'ry  May, 
Nor  the  bufli  aboon  Traquair. 

More  pleafing  far  are  Cowdenknows, 

My  peaceful  happy  home! 
Where  I  was  wont  to  milk  my  ewes, 

At  ev'n  among  the  broom. 

Ye  powers  that  haunt  the  woods  and  plains 
Where  Tweed  with  Tiviot  flows, 

Convey  me  to  the  belt  of  (wains, 
And  my  lov'd  Cowdenknows . 


Ofcars  Ghoft. 


Wake  Ofsian,laft  of  Fingals  line, 

And  mix  thy  tears  and  fighs  with  mine; 

Awake  the  harp  to  doleful  lays, 

And  footh  my  foul  with  Ofcars  praife. 


The  {hell  is  ceas'd*  in  Ofcars  hall, 
Since  gioomy  Kerbar  wrought  his  fall; 
The  Roe  on  Morven  lightly  bounds, 
Nor  hears  the  cry  of  Olcar^  hounds. 
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Her  Abfence  will  not  alter  me. 


*J  J  Though  diftant  far  from  J(fsy*s  charms,  I  ftretch  in  vain  my  long 


A  ndante 
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A  fairer  face,  a  fweeter  fmile, 
Inconftant  lovers  may  beguile* 
But  to  my  lafs  I'll  conftant  be* 
Nor  fhall  her  abfence  alte  r  me. 
Though  laid  on  Indians  burning  coaft, 
Or  on  the  widt   Atlantic  toft, 
My  mind  from  Lovi  no  Pow'r  could  free. 
Nor  could  her  abferci  alter  me. 

S<  <  how  the  flow'r  that  courts  the  fun, 
Purfues  him  till  his  race  if*  run! 
S(<   how  the  needle  feeks  the  Poll, 
Nor  diftanec  can  its  pow'r  controuli 
Shal!  lif  lf-fs  flow'rs  the-  fun  purfue, 
Tl  '   needle  to  the  Pole  prove  true; 
Lik<  them  fhall  I  not  faithful  be, 
Or  lliall  hir  abf  nee  alter  mi  ? 


Aflc,  who  has  (een  the  turtle  dove 
Unfaithful  to  its  marrow  prove  ? 
Or  who  the  bleating  ewe  has  feen 
Defert  her  lambkin  on  the  green? 
Shall  beafts  and  birds,  inferior  far 
lb  us,  difplay  their  love  and  care? 
Shall  they  in  Union  fweet  agree, 
And  fhafl  her  abfence  alter  me? 

For  Conq'ring  Love  is  ftrong  as  Deat 
Like  vehement  flames  his  powerful  brew 
Thro'  floods  unmovel  his  courfe  h  k'< 
Ev'n  thro' the  Sea's  devouring  deeps. 
His  vch'nu  nt  flames  my  bofom  burn,  i 
Unchang'd  they  bla/e  till  thy  return', 
My  faithful  Jefsy  then  fhall  fa  , 
Hi  r  abfence  has  not  alter cl  mc . 


The  Birks  of  Jnvermay. 


1% 


The  fmiling  morn,  the   breathing  Ipring,  In  _  vite  the 


I  i    day,   -i  on 


For  foon  tlie  winter  of  the  y*  ar, 
And  age,  life's,  winter,  will  appear; 
At  this,  thy  living  bloom  will  fade, 
As  that, will  ftrip  the  verdant  (hade,* 
Our  tafte  of  pleafure  then  is  o'er, 
The  feather'd  fongfters  are  no  more; 
And  when  they  droop,  and  we  decay, 
Adieu  the  birks  of  Invermay.^ 

Behold  the  hi.lls  and  vales  around, 
With  lowing  herds  and  flocks  abound; 
The  wanton  kids,  and  frifking  lambs, 
.Gambol  and  dance  about  their  dams; 


The  bu/y  bees  with  humming  nolle, 
And  all  the  reptile  kind  rejoic: 
Let  us,  like  them,  then  fmg  and  .  las 
About  the  birks  of  Inverniay. 

Hark,  how  the  waters,  as  they  fail, 
Loudly  my  love  to  gladnefs  call; 
The  wanton  waves  fport  in  the  beams. 
And  fifties  play  throughout  the  ftreaii 
The  circling  fun  does  now  advance 
And  all  the  planets  round  him  dan<  *  : 
Let  us  as  jovial  be  as  they, 
Among  the  birks  of  fnvermay. 
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Mary  Scot 
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<             Happys  the   love  which  meets  '  i 

•e.turn,  When    in  foft 

<^        markd  to  n 

i  arrow  Mary 

ri-  1  j 

Scot,  the  flowr  oi 

Yarrow? 

^     "      C       6  ' 

L      £  T 
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Ah.  no!  her  form's  too  h^avVly  fair, 
Her  love  the  gods  above  muft  fhare; 
While  mortals  with  defpair  explore  her, 
And  at  a  diftance  due  adore  her. 
O  lovely  maid!  my  doubts  beguile, 
Revive  and  bfefs  me  with  a  (mile: 
AlaH.  if  no*,  vf  u'll  loon  debar  a 
iSighing  fwain  the  bank*  of  Yarrow. 


Be  hufh,ye  fears,  I'll  not  defpair,! 
My  Mary's  tender  as  (he's  fair; 
Then  I'll  go  tell  her  all  mine  anguift' 
She  is  too  good  to  let  me  languifh:  | 
With  fuccefs  crown'd,  I'll  not  envy 
The  folks  who  dwell  above  the  fky; 
W  h<  n  Mary  Scot's  become  my  marro»j 
WVll  make  a  pardife  of  Yarrow. 


Down  the  burn, Davie 
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 1  F^r- 

When 

trees  did    bud,  and 

■1 — »  j  

fields    were    ffreen,  And 

Now  Davie  did  each  lad  furpafg, 

That  dwelt  on  yon  burn  fide. 
And  Mary  was  the  bonnieft  iafs, 

Juft  meet  to  be  a  bridr ; 
Her  cheeks  were  rofy,  red  and  white, 

Her  een  were  bonny  blue; 
Her  looks  were  like  Aurora  bright, 

Her  lips  like  dropping  dew.  v 

As  down  the  burn  they  took  their  way, 
What  tender  tales  they  faidi 

His  cheek  to  her  s  he  aft  did  lay, 
And  with  her  bcfom  play H; 


Till  baith  at  length  impatient  gro  n 

To  be  mair  fully  bleft, 
In  yonder  vale  they  lean'd  them  d<  »  , 

Love  only  faw  the  reft. 

What  pafs'd,  lguefs  was  harm  left  pU}  , 

And  naithin^  fure  unmeet; 
For  ganging  hame,  I  heard  thtm  fly, 

They  lik'd  a  wa'k  fae  fweet: 
And  that  they  aften  fhou'd  return. 

Sic  pleafurr^  to  renew, 
Quoth  Mary,  Love,  1  lik<  * 

And  ay  fhall  follow  you. 


The  Bsnks  of  Forth 


Off  in  the  thick  embow'ring  groves, 

Where  birds  their  mufic  chirp  aloud, 
Alternately  we  fung  our  loves, 

And  Fortha's  fair  meanders  viewcl. 
The  meadows  wore  a  gen'ral  fmile, 
Love  was  our  banquet  ail  the  while; 
The  lovely  profpect  charmci  the  eye, 
To  where  the  ocean  met  the  fky. 

0    '  on  the  graft}  bank  reclin'd, 

Where  Forth  ran  by  in  murmurs  deep. 
!♦         ny  h  ippy  chance  to  find 

inning  Mary  lull'd  afleep; 


My  heart  then  leap'd  with  inward  bli , 
1  foftlyftoop'd^nd  ftole  a  kifs; 
She  wakcUfhe  biufh^and  gently  Ml 
Why,  Damon!  are  you  not  afham'd? 

Ye  fylvan  powers,  ye  rural  gods, 
To  whom  we  fwains  our  cares  imp 

Reftore  me  to  thefe  bleft  abodt  s, 
And  eafe,oh.  eafe  my  love-fick  hejl 

Thefe  happy  da\s  again  reftore, 
,  When  Mary  and  1  fhall  part  no  mo 

When  fhe  fhall  fill  thefe  longing  arl 

And  crown  my  blifs  with  all  her  cbj 


O  Saw  ye  my  Father? 


ji  sap  nri  i 


0  * 

O   Saw  ye  my  Father,  or  faw 


ye  my  Mother,  Or  faw  ye  my 


n?1  f  11  r 


Slow 
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true  love  John?        I     faw  not  your  Father,   I    faw  not  your 


Mother,  But  T    faw  your    true    love  John 


m 


Its  now  ten  at  night,  and  the  ftars  gi'e  nae  light, 

And  the  bells  they  ring,ding  dong; 
He's  met  wp  fome  delay,  that  caufeth  him  to  ftay, 

But  he  will  be  here  ere  long. 

The  furly  auld  carl  did  naething  but  fnarl, 

And  Johny's  face  it  grew  red ; 
Yet  tho'  he  often  figh'd,  he  ne'er  a  word  reply'd,. 

Till  all  were  afleep  in  bed. 

Up  Johny  rofe,  and  to  the  door  he  goes, 

And  gently  tirled  the  pin; 
The  laffie  taking  tent,  unto  the  door  file  went, 

And  flie  open'd,  and  let  him  in . 

And  are  you  come  at  laft,  and  do  I  hold  $e  faft, 

And  is  my  Johny  true! 
I  have  nae  time  to  tell,  but  fae  lang's  I  like  myfell, 

Sae  lang  fhall  I  love  you. 

Flee  up, flee  up,  my  bonny  gray  cock, 

And  craw  when  it  is  day; 
Your  neck  fhall  be.  like  the  bonny  beaten  gold, 

And  your  wings  of  the  filver  grey. 

The  cock  provcl  faife,  and  untrue  he  was, 

For  he  crew  an  hour  o'er  foon; 
The  laflie  thought  it  day,  when  fhe  fent  her  love  away, 

And  it  was  but  a  blink  of  the  moon. 


Green  erow.s  the  Rallies 

o  1 


The  words  by  MT  R 


77 


i Sir  ....  -  5  C=£ 

^    |      V  %   V     |  ^ — f  *     ►  .  ; 

^    There's  nought  but  care  on  evry  han'  Tn  (VV  hour  * 
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Andante 


^    Green  grow  the  Rafhes,  O;    Gree  n   grow  the    rafhes,   O ;    .  Th 


The  warly  race  may  riches  chafe, 
An' riches  ftill  may  fly  them,0; 

An'tho'  at  laft  they  catch  them  faft, 
Their  hearts  can  ne'er  enjoy  them,0, 
Green  grow,  &c. 


For  you  fae  doufeiye  fneer  at  this, 
Yc'er  nought  but  fenfelefs  affes,Ci 

The  wifeft  Man  the  warl'  faw, 
H<  dearly  lov'd  the  laffes,  O. 
Green  grow,  &c . 


Auld  Nature  fwearS,  the  lovely  Dear 
Her  nobhft  work  flie  claffes,0:  j 
H(r  prentice  han'  fhe  trycl  on  man, 
An'  then  fht  made  the  laffes,  O. 
Green  grow,  &c . 


But  gie  me  a  canny  hour  at  e'en, 

Mv  arms  about  my  Dearie, O; 
An'  warly  cares,  an'  warly  men, 

May  a'  gae  tapfalteerie,  Ol 
Green  grow,  &c. 

Loch  Eroch  Side. 


Andant 


Continued . 


V^C  fought,  my  love-ly  maid,  I  found  her  like  may- morning; With  Graces  fwtet,  & 


Charms  fo  rare, Her  Perfon  all  a-dorning,    Perfon  all  a -doming. 


How  kind  her  looks,  how  bleft  was  I, 

While  in  my  arms  I  prefscl  her<I 
And  fh(  her  wifhes  fcarce  conceald, 

As  "fondly  I  carefs'd  her. 
She  laid,  If  that  your  heart  be  true, 

If  coriftantly  you'll  love  me, 
I  heed  n<;+  cares,  nor  fortunes  frowns; 

Nor  -'ought  but  death  fhall  move  me. 


But  faithful,  loving,  true  and  kind, 

Forever  you  fhall  find  me; 
And  of  Our  meeting  here  fo  fweet, 

Loch  Eroch  Side  will  mind  me. 
Enraptur'd  then"My  Lovely  Lafs! 

I  cry'd,  no  more  we'll  tarry 
We'll  leave  the  fair  Loch  Eroch  Side; 

For  Lovers  foon  fliould  marry"  , 


*  *•** xx*** ********** * ********** ******** 

To  the  foregoing  Tune. 

YOUNG  Peggy  blooms  our  bonieft  lafs,  Were  Fortune  lovely  Peggy's  foe, 
Her  blufh  is  like  the  morning,  Such  fweetriefs  would  relent  her, 

The  rofy  dawn, the  fpringing  grafs,        As  blooming  fpririg  unbends  the  brow 

With  early  gems  adorning: 
Her  eyes  outfhine  the  radiant  beams 

That  gild  the  paffing  fhower, 
And  glitter  o'er  the  chryftal  ftreams, 
And  chear  each  frefh'ning  flower. 

H(r  lips  more  than  the  cherries  bright, 

A  richer  die  has  grae'd  them, 
I  h(  v  charm  th'  admiring  ga/er's  fight 

And  fweetly  tempt  to  tafte  them: 
H<  r  fmilr  is  as  the  ev'ning  mild, 

When  featlTred  pairs  are  courting, 
And  little  lambkins  wanton  wild, 

In  playful  bands  difporting. 


Of  furly,  favage  winter. 
Detraction's  eye  no  aim  can  gain 

Her  winning  pow'rs  to  lefsen; 
And  fretful    envy  grins  in  vain, 

The  poifon'd  tooth  to  faften. 

Ye  Pow'rs  of  Honor,  Love  and  Truth, 

From  ev'ry  ill  defend  her; 
Infpire  the  highly  favor'd  Youth 

The  diftinies  intend  her; 
Still  fan  the  fweet  connubial  flame 

Rcfponfive  in  each  bofom; 
And  blefs  the  dear  parental  name 

With  many  a  filial  blofsom. 
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The  Bonny  grey-ey'd  morn. 


Sung  bySir Willis 
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With_  out  a  guilty  fting    to   wrinkle  his  brow,  The  lark  and  the 


mm 


w. 


n  n  i  Hi 


lin-net   tend    his  le_vee,  And  he  joins  their  concert  driving  his 


i 


mm 


While  flufterd  with  wine*  or  madden  cl  with  lofs 

Of  half  an  eftate,  the  prey  of  a  main, 
The  drunkard  and  gamefter  tumble  and  tofs, 

Wifhing  for  calmnefs  and  {lumber  in  vain . 
Be  my  portion  health,  and  quietnefs  of  mind, 

Plac'd  at  due  diftance  from  parties  and  ftate, 
Where  neither  ambition,  nor  avarice  blind, 

Reach  him  who  has  happinefs  link'd  to  his  fate. 


That  day  fhe  fmilo\and  made  me  glad, 

No  maid  feem'd  ever  kinder; 
I  thought  myfelf  the  luckieft  lad, 

So  (weetly  there  to  find  her. 
Itryd  to  footh  my  am'rous  flame, 

In  words  that  I  thought  tender: 
If  mote  there  pafs'd,  I'm  not  to  blame, 

T  meant  not  to  offend  her. 

Vet  now  flie  fcornful  flees  the  plain, 
The  fu- Ids  we  then  frequented; 

If  e'<r  we  meet,  fhe  Chews  difdain, 
She  looks  as  ne'er  acquainted. 


The  bonny  bu£h  bloom'd  fair  in  may, 
Its  (weets  Pll  ay  remember; 

But  now  her  frownsx  make  it  decay; 
It  fades  as  in  december. 

Y<  rural  powers,  who  hear  my  ftrains. 

Why  thus  (hould  Pe  ggy  grieve  me . 
Ohi  make  her  partner  in  my  pains; 

Then  let  her  fmiles  relieve  me . 
If  not,  my  love  will  turn  defpair, 

My  paffion  no  more  tender; 
I'll  leave  the  bufh  aboon  Traquair, 

Tb  lonely  wilds  I'll  wand<r. 


On    Etrick  banks,    ae    fum  miner's    night,  At  gloaming 
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I  faid,  my  .laffie,  will  ye  go 

To  the  highland  hills  the  earfe  to  learn? 
I'll  baith  gi'e  thee  a  cow  and  ew, 

When  ye  come  to  the  brig  of  earn. 
At  Leith,  auld  meal  comes  in,  ne'er  fafh, 

And  herrings  at  the  B  roomy-Law; 
Chear  up  your  heart,  my  bonny  lafs, 

There's  gear  to  win  we  never  faw. 

All  dav  when  we  have  wrought  enough, 
Wh«  n  -winter  frofts^Sand  fnaw  begin, 

Soon  as  the  fun  gaes  weft  the  loch, 
At  night  when  you  fit  down  to  fpin, 


I'll  fcrew  my  pipes,  and  play  a  fprin  I 
And  thus  the  weary  night  will  end  [i 

Till  the  tender  kid  and  lambkin  brg 
Our  pleafant  fummer  back  again. j 

Syne  when  the  trees  are  in  their  blo£ 

And  gowans  glent  o'er  ilka  field, 
I'll  meet  my  lafs  among  the  brocrtn 

And  lead  you  to  my  fummer  fhiel 
Then  far  frae  a'  their  fcornfu'  din, 

That  make  the  kindly  hearts  their 
Well  laugh  and  kifs,  and  dance  and  I 

And  gar  the  langeft  day  feem  ftioj 


Mv  Deary,  if  thon  Die 
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Love  never  more  (hall  give  me    pain,    My      fan  -  cy's 


^5 


Thy    beauty   doth       fiich  pleafure 


give,   Thy    love's     fo     true     to       me,  With  _  _  out  thee 


If  fate  fhall  tear  thee  from  my  breaft, 

How  fhall  I  Jonely  ftray! 
In  dreary  dreams  the  night  I'll  wafte, 

In  fighs,  the  filent  day. 
I  ne'er  can  fo  much  virtue  find, 

Nor  fuch  perfection  fee? 
Then  111  renounce  all  woman  kind, 

My  Peggy,  after  thee . 

No  new-blown  beauty  fires  my  heart 

With  Cupid's  raving  rage; 
But  thine,  which  can  fuch  fweets  impart, 

Muft  all  the  world  engage. 


'Twas  this  that  like  the  morning-fun, 

Gave  joy  and  life  to  me; 
And  when  it's  deftin'd  day  is  done, 

With  Peggy  let  me  die . 

Ye  powers  that  (mile  on  virtuous  love, 

And  in  fuch  pleafure  fhare; 
You  who  it's  faithful  flames  approve, 

With  pity  view  the  fair: 
Reftore  my  Peggy's  wonted  charms, 

Thofe  charms  fo  dear  to  me! 
Oh!  never  rob  them  from  thefe  arms: 

Pm  loft,  if  Pf  ggy  die .  . 


She  rofe,  and  let  me  in . 


<r       thofe    in    Nel  __  lys  eyes. 

When  t( 
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door     I   came,  Where      I      had     of,  ten   bTen,    T     begg'd  my 


my   love .  ly   dame,  To    rife,  and    let  me 


in 


But  fhe,  with  accents  all  divine, 

Did  my  fond  fuit  reprove; 
And  while  (he  chid  my  rafh  defign, 

She  but  inflame!  my  love. 
Her  beauty  oft  had  pleas 'd  before, 

While  her  bright  eyes  did  roll. 
But  virtue  only  had  the  pow'r 

To  charm  my  very  foul. 

Then  who  wou'd  cruelly  deceive, 
Or  from  fuch  beauty  parti 

I  lov'd  her  fo,  1  could  not  leave 
The  charmer  of  my  heart. 


My  eager  fondnefs  I  obeyed, 
Refolv'd  (he  fliould  be  mine, 

Till  Hymen  to  my  anus  convey \J 
My  treafure  fo  divine. 

Now  happy  in  my  Nelly's  love, 

Tranfporting  is  my  joy, 
No  greater  blefling  can  1  prove; 

So  blefs'd  a  man  am  I. 
For  beauty  may  a  while  retain 

The  conquer'd  flutt'ring  heart, 
But  virtue  only  is  the  chain 

Holds,  never  to  d<  pnrt . 
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Sweet  Annv  frae  the  fea -Beach  came, 


86 
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Sweet  Anny  -frae  the  {ea-beach  came, where  Jocky  fpeelcl   the  WiieFs 


7  

•j      fide;  Ah!  wha  can  keep  their  heart  at  name,  when  Jockv's  toft  a -boon  the  ty  cle? 


fiat  aff  to  diftant   realms  he  gangs;  vet  Hi  prove  true,  as  he   has  been,  And 
 Q 


[      when  ilk  lafs  a -bout  him  thrangs,  he'J 


he'll  think  on  Anny,  his  faithfu  ain. 


4  g  ' 

Nae  mair,  falle  Jamie,  fmg  nae  mair, 

And  {airly  caft  your  pipe  away; 
My  Jocky  wad  be  troubled  fair, 

Tb  fee  his  friend  his  Love  betray: 
For  a'  your  fongs  and  verfe  are  vain, 

Wliile  Jocky's  notes  do  feithful  flow; 
My  heart  to  him  £hall  true  remain, 

I'll  keep  it  for  my  conftant  Jo. 


met  our  wealthy  laird  yeftreen, 

WT  goucl  in  hand  he  tempted  me, 
le  praise!  my  brow,  my  rolling  een, 

And  made  a  brag  of  what  he'd  gee: 
Th;it  tho'  my  Jocky  s  far  away, 

Toft  up  and  down  the  dinfome  main, 
'11  keep  my  heart  anither  day, 

Since  Jocky  may  return  again. 


Bla'  feft,ye  gales,  round  Jockys  head, 

And  gar  your  waves  be  calm  and  ftill; 
His  hameward  fail  with  breezes  fbeed, 

And  dinna  a*  my  pleafure  fpilll 
What  tho'  my  Jocky's  far  away, 

Yet  he  will  bra'  in  filler  ftune: 
Til  keep  my  heart  anither  day, 

Since  Jocky  may  again  be  mine. 


O  Marions  a  bonny  lals, 

And  the  blyth  blink's  in  her  eye; 
And  fain  wad  I  marry  Marion, 

Gin  Marion  wad  marry  me. 

There's  gowd  in  your  garters,  Marion, 
•  And  frlk  on  your  white  haufs-bane; 
Fu  fain  wad  I  marry  my  Marion, 
At  ev'n  when  I  come  hamel 

There's  braw  lads  in  Earnllaw,  Marion, 
Wha  gape,  and  glowr  with  their  eye, 

At  kirk,  when  thy  lee  my  Marion; 
But  nane  of  them  lo  es  like  me . 


I've  nine  milk  ews,  my  Marion, 
A  cow  and  a  brawny  quey, 

111  gi'e  them  a'  to  my  Marion 
Juft  on  her  bridal  day; 

And  ye's  get  a  green  fey  Apron, 

And  waiftcoat  of  the  London  brown, 

And  vow  but  ye  will  be  vapring, 
Whene'er  ye  gang  to  the  town'. 

I'm  young  and  ftout,  my  Marion; 

Nane  dances  like  me  on  the  green; 
And  gin  ye  forfake  me,  Marion, 

I'll  e'en  gae  draw  up  wi'  Jeam 


Sae  put  on  your  pearlins,  Marion, 
And  kyrtle  of  the  cramafie; 

And  foon  as  my' chin  has  nae  hair  on, 
I  fhall  come  weft  and  fee  ye. 


Lewis  Gordon. 


L|   win.na  name;  tho'  his  back  be   at    the  wa',  Here's  to  him  that's  far  a_wa'; 


Oh  hon!  my  Highland-man: Ohl  my  bonny  Highland-  njaniWeel  wou'd  I 


6    6  6 


^  ke.n  ¥nanS  ten  tnoufand  Highland -men, 

"""^J-J™  '  ~T'  — '  i  li    Eli  """""f" 


true  love  ken  amang  ten  ihoufand  Highland-men, 


to  fee  his  tartan -trews, 

net  blue,  and  laigh-heefd  fhoes, 

*beg  aboon  his  knee: 

*  the  Lad  tliat  D\  gang  wi! 

Oh  honi  &c 


The  Princely  youth  that  T  do  mean, 
Is  £tted  for  to  be  a  King: 
On  his  breaft  he  wears  a  ftar. 
You'd  tak  him  for  the  god  of  war. 
Oh  honf&o. 


Oh,  to  fee  this  Princely  One, 
Seated  on  a  royal  throne! 
Difaftcit:  a'  wou'd  difappear; 
Then  begins,  the  jub'lee  Year. 
Oh  honi  fcc. 
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The  Wawking  of  the  Fauld 


O  *j  J<U       Mv  Peggy  is  a  young  thing,  juft  enter d  in  her  tetns,Fair  as  the  day, 

m  •  *         *  |  p  -y 


Andante 


I'm  not  very  auld;yet  well  I  like  to  meet  her,  at  the  wawking  of  the  fauld. 


m 
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My  Peggy  fpcaks  fae  fweetly,  whene'er  we  meet  alane,I  wifh  nae  mair,  to 

'm ' 


r"x:":"T ' ' p" — TT 


6  , 


lay  my  care,  I  wi£h  nae  mair  of  a'  that's  rare;  my  Peggy  fpeaks  fae  fweetly,  to 

 ~m- -   * 


Mi  />J— 

l*tl 

w  lave  Itn  cauld;  But  fhe  gars  a'  my  fpirits  gl 

,    f~      .  t=   Pi—  

£  LA-._J — J_J  2-J 

ow,at  wawking  of  the  fauld 

My  Peggy  fmiles  fae  kindly, 
Whene'er  I  whifper  love, 
That  I  look  down  on  a'  the  town, 
That  I  look  down  upon  a  crown; 
My  Peggy  fmiles  fae  kindly, 

It  makes  me  Myth  and  bauld; 
And  naithing  gies  me  Tic  delight, 
As  wawking  of  the  fauld  . 


My  Peggy  fings  fae  faftly, 
When  on  my  pipe  I  play, 
By  a'  the  reft  it  is  confeft, 
By  a'  the  reft,  that  Ihe  fings  beft: 
My  Peggy  fings  fae  faftly, 

And  in  her  fangs  are  tauld, 
With  innocence,  the  wale  of  fenfe, 
\t  wawking  of  the  fauld. 


Mv  JVauny-O 
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88  "C  While  fdme  for  pleafure  pawri  their  hoalth,T\uxt  Lais  and  tie 


66 


Bagnio,  rU  fave  my  felf,and  without  ftealth,Bkfs    and    carefs  my 


Nanny-0      She  bids  more  fair  t  engage  a  Jove/l'han  Leda  did,  or  Danae. 


pplp 

6 '6        6  ?  S 


).Were 

EFT,.  £^Jl=ab  =  *  ' »      ^ t^=^*^'  ^  ^ 

I  to  paint  the  Queen  of  love.  None  elfe  .fhou'd  fit   but  Nanny.O. 
E==^==B^  _L— 

1 — F" 

How  J  o  >  ft  J I  v  1. 1  >  fpi  i  i  I  s  ri  fc » 
VVt(.-  d;;!,rin#  I'hf  WoWa  finely -O 
!  gucls  what  bear  JO  is  *>>'  her  eyes, 
Which.  fparVf    fo  diadhe iy~0 . 
Attend  iny  vow,  y«  gods,  while  1 
Breath*  in  the  bleft  Britannia, 
Nopc's  happincfs  I. f hall  envy, 
A  a  long's  vc  grfnt  me  Nanny-O. 

My  bonny,  bonny,  Nanny-O! 
Mv  lovely  charming  Nanny-  Oi 
I  care  not  tho'  the  world  know 
How  dearl)  I  love  Nanny-O. 
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Oh  ono  chrio 


When    in    my    foft    and     yiel  _  ding   arms,  oh      o  _  no  _  chi 


Even  at  the  dead  time  of  the  night, fee. 

They  broke  my  Bower,  and  flew  my  Knight,fec . 

With  ae  lock  of  his  jet  black  hair,  fee . 

I'll  tye  my  heart  for  ever  mair;&c. 

Nae  fty-tongued  youth,or  flattering  fwain,fec. 

Shall  e'er  untye  this  knott  againrfec. 

Thine  ftill,dear  youth, that  heart  fhall  be, fee. 

Nor  pant  for  aught  fave  heaven  and  thee. fee. 


Low  down  in  the  Broom 


*J  let  them  do,  Its  a*  ar,e  to  mo;  For  he's  low  down, he's  in    the  bi oom,thati 


i 


waiting  on  me;  Waiting  on  me,  my  love,  he's  waiting  on  tnr,  For    he  s 


17— T 


low  down,  he's  in  the  broom,  that's  waiting  for  me,  ■ 

5 


My  aunty  Kate  fits  at  her  wheel, 
And  fair  fhc  lightlus  me  5 

But  weel  ken  I,it's  a' envy ; 
For  ne'er  a  jo  has  Oie . 
But  let  them  fav,  fcc. 


My  coufin  Kate  was  fair  beguile! 

Wi'  Johnnie  in  the  glen; 
And  aye  fince~{>  ne,  fhe  cri«  s,  De.ware 

Of  falfe  deluding  men.  * 
But  let  them  fav,  kc. 


Glee'd  Sandy,he  came  waft  ae  nighv, 

And  fpeer'd  when  I  faw  Peat? 
And  aye  fince~(yne  the  neighbours  nx  11. n 

they  WOt  me  air  and  lute, 
But  l<t  th»  in  fay, or  let  them  do. 

It's  a'  am  to  me: 
For  I'Ugae  to  tiie  bonm  lad 

That's  waiting  on  uu  ; 
Waiting  on  ipe,  ".1;   Iqy< , 

He's  waiting  on  n:t ; 
For  he's  low  dov\|),h(  'fc  in  t hi-  bi< 
That's  waiting  or  r  <  . 


k)L2 


I'll  never  leave  thee 


1 » •  J  1 

J   If*'  o 

1 

1  ? 

Stay,  deareft  A  _donis,  ft  ay;  Why  wilt  thou  grieve  me.  grieve 


live  and  die  for  thy  fake,  Yet  never  leave  thee,    leave  thee 


Say,  lovely  Adonis,  fay, 

Has  Mary  deceiv'd  thee? 
Did  e'er  her  young  heart  betray 

New  love  to  grieve  thee? 
M\  conftant  mind  ne'er  (hall  ftray, 

Thou  may  believe  me; 
Til  love  thee,  lad, night  and  day, 

And  never  leave  thee. 

Adonis,  my  charming  youth, 

What  can  relieve  thee? 
Can  Man  thy  anguifh  foothe? 

This  breaft  ftiall  receive  thee. 


My  paffion  can  ne'er  decay, 

Never  deceive  thee; 
Delight  fhall  drive  pain  away, 

Plcafure  revive  thee. 

But  leave  thee,  leave  thee, lad, 

How  ftiall  I  leave  thee ! 
Oi  that  thought  makes  me  fad; 

I'll  never  leave  thee.  v 
Where  would  my  Adonis  fly? 

Why  does  he  grieve  me ! 
Alasi  my  poor  heart  will  die, 

If  I  Ihould  leave  thee. 


Braes  of  Ballenden 
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pain; 


fed,  yet  fo  iweetly,he  warbled  his  woe,The 


wind  ceascl  to  breathe,&  the  fountains  to  flow^Rude  winds  with  companion  could 


How  happy,  he  cryd,  my  moments  once  flew, 
Ere  Chioe's  bright  charms  firft  flafhcl  in  my  view! 
Thofe  eyes  then  with  pleafure  the  dawn  could  iurvey, 
Nor  fimilcf  the  fair  Morning  more  chearful  than  theyj 
Now  fcenes  of  diftrefs  pleafe  only  my  fight, 
I  m  torturti  in  pleafure,  and  languifh  in  light. 

Thro'  changes  in  vain  relief  I  purfue, 
All,  all  but  conlpire  my  griefs  to  renew; 
From  funfhine  to  zephyrs  and  (hades  we  repair, 
To  funlhine  we  fly  from  too  piercing  an  air; 
But  love's  ardent  fever  burns  always  the  fame, 
No  winter  can  cool  it,  no  fummer  inflame. 

But  fee  the  pale  moon  all  clouded  retires, 
The  breezes  grew  cool;  notStrephon's  defires: 
I  tly  from  the  dangers  of  tempeft  and  wind, 
Yet  nourtfh  the  madnefe  that  preys  on  my  mindi 
Ah  wretch!  How  can  life  be  worthy  thy  care? 
To  lengthen  its  moments,  but  lengthens~defpair. 
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Corn  -Riggs 


J*^         {hining  of  his   een  furprife;  'Tis  hcav'n  to  hear  him  taw_king 

1^—  i?      pTfTp**?-*^   .   ■    ii  -i— 


Laft  night  I  met  him  on  the  bawk,  Let  maidens  of  a  filly  mind 

Where  yellow  corn  was  growing,  Refufe  what  maift  they're  wanting; 

There  mony  a  kindly  word  he  fpake,  Since  we  for  yielding  are  defign'd, 
That  fet  my  heart  a  glowing.  We  chaftely  fhould  be  granting; 

He  kifs'd,and  vow'd  he  wad  be  mine,  Then  I'll  comply,  and  marry  Pate, 
And  loo'd  me  beft  of  ony;  And  fyne  my  cokernony, 

That  gars  me  like  to  fing  finfyne,  He's  free  to  touzle,air  or  late, 
'O  corn-riggs  are  bonny?'  Where  corn-riggs  are  bonny. 

******* 

My  Apron, Dearie. 


Continued. 


love.    O  what  had  my  youth, with  ambition  to     do.  Why  left  I  A 


Through  regions  remote,  in  vain  do  I  rove, 
And  bid  the  wide  ocean  fecure  me  from  love; 
0  fool,  to  imagine  that  ought  can  (ubdue 
A  love  fo  well  founded,  a  paffion  fo  true! 

O  what  had  my  youth  with  ambition  to  do! 

Why  left  I  Amyntaiwhy  broke  I  my  vow! 

O  give  me  my  fheep,  and  my  fheep  hook  reftore. 

I'll  wander  from  love  and  Amynta  no  more. 

Alas!  'tis  too  late  at  thy  fate  to  repine! 
Poor  fhepherd!  Amynta  no  more  can  be  thine; 
Thy  tears  are  all  fruitless,  thy  wifhes  are  vain; 
The  moments  neglected  return  not  again. 

O  what  had  my  youth  with  ambition  to  do! 

Why  left  I  Amyntaiwhy  broke  I  my  vow! 

O  give  me  my  fheep,  and  my  {keep  hook  reftore. 

I'll  wander  from  love  and  Amynta  no  more. 
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Lochaber 

(r  ;  f* 


Farewell  to  Lochaber,  and  farewell,my  Jean, where  heartforae  wfc 

^^^^^^^ 


Slo^ 


^Kee  I  have  mony  days  been;  For  Lochaber  no  mow, Lochaber   no  siore 


<y    feas  to  a  far  bloody  Shore, may  be  to  return  to  Lochaber  no  more 


Tho' hurricanes  rife,  and  rife  evry  wind, 
They'll  ne'er  make  a  tempeft  like  that  in  my  mind, 
Tho'  loudeft  of  thunder  on  louder  waves  roar, 
That's  naithing  like  leaving  my  love  on  the  fhore. 
To  leave  thee  behind  me,  my  heart  is  fair  pain'd; 
By  eafe  that's  inglorious,  no  fame  can  be  gaind: 
And  beauty  and  love's  the  reward  of  the  brave, 
And  I  muft  deferve  it  before  I  can  crave. 

Then  glory,  my  Jeany,  maun  plead  my  excufe, 
Since  Honour  commands  me,  how  can  I  refufel 
Without  it  I  ne'er  can  have  merit  for  thee; 
And  without  thy  favour,  I'd  better  not  be; 
I  gae  then, my  lafs,  to  win  honour  and  fame, 
And  if  I  fhould  luck  to  come  glorioufly  name, 
A  heart  I  will  bring  thee  with  love  running  o  er, 
And  then  I'll  leave  thee  and  Lochaber  no  more. 


The  Mucking  of  Gcqrdie's  Byar 
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_  Ion*,  I    Hftend  with  pleafure  to   Jenny,  While     mourn  - 


It  was  not  my  fathers  pleafure, 
Nor  was  it  my  mothers  defire, 

That  ever  I  puddl'd  my  fingers, 

Wi'  the  mucking  o'  Geordie's  Byar. 
The  mucking  &c. 

Though  the  roads  were  ever  fo  fjlthy, 

Or  the  day,  fo  fcoury  and  foul, 
I  would  ay  be  ganging  wi' Geordie; 
I  lik'd  it  far  better  than  School. 
The  mucking  &c. 


Mybrither  abufes  me  daily 
For  being  wi'  Geordie  fo  free, 

'My  fifter  fie  ca's  me  hoodwinked, 
Becaufe  he's  below  my  degree. 
The  mucking  &c. 

But  well  do  I  like  my  young  Geordie, 
Altho'  he  was  cunning  and  flee; 

He  ca's  me  his  Dear  and  his  Honey, 
And  I'm  fure  that  my  Geordie  Iocs  me 
The  mucking  &c. 
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Bide  ye  Yet. 


Gin  1   had  a  wee  houfe,  and  a  canty  wee  fire, A  bonny  wee 


Andante 


When  I  gang  afield,  and  come  name  at  e'en,  And  if  there  fhould  happen  ever  to  b 

Til  get  my  wee  wifie  fou  neat  and  fou  clean,  A  diff  rence  atween  my  wee  wifie  &  me, 

And  a  bonny  wee  bairnie  upon  her  knee,  In  hearty  good  humour,altho,flie  be  teaz< 

That  will  cry,Papa,  or  Daddy,  to  me .  Til  kifs  her  &  clap  her  until  fhe  be  pleas 

Chos.  Sae  bide  ye  yet,  &c.  ChoS.  Sae  bide  ye  yet,  &c. 


The  Jovfnl  Widower.      Tune  Maggy  Lauder 

fl  II  [  r'f  I  f  1^^^^^^ 

I  Married  with  a  fcolding  wife, The  fourteenth  of  November   he  { 


made  me  weary  of  my  life,  By  one  un.ru  .ly    mem-ber.  Long 


did  I  bear  the  heavy  yoke,   And    ma_ny  griefs  attend  -ed,  But 


Sing  which  of  thefe  you  pleafe 


to   my  comfort  be  it  fpoke,  Now,  now  her  life  is  ended. 


We  livd  full  one-and -twenty  years, 

A  man  and  wife  together; 
At  length  from  me  her  courfe  fhe  fteer'd, 

And  gone  I  know  not  whither: 
Would  I  could  guefs,  I  do  profefs, 

I  fpeak  and  do  not  flatter, 
Of  all  the  women  in  the  world, 

I  never  would  come  at  her. 

Her  body  is  beftowed  well, 

A  handfome  grave  does  hide  her; 
But  fure  her  foul  is  not  in  hell, 

The*  de'il  would  ne'er  abide  her. 
I  rather  think  fhe  is  aloft, 

And  imitating,  thunder, 
For  why;  methinks  I  hear  her  voice, 

Tearing  the  clouds  afunder. 
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Borne  Dundee 
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Slow 


<         bodj',  0  dinna  ye  fee;  I  gat  it  frae  a  young  brifk  Sodgi 


ig  brifk  Sodger  Laddie,  B- 


I      _  tween  Saint  Johnftbn  and  bonie  Dundee .     O      gin    I      faw  the 


tcct  my  bonie  Scots  laddie,  And  fend  him  fafe hame  to  his  babie  &  me.  ! 


My  blefsins  upon  thy  fweet,  wee  lippiei 

My  bleffins  upon  thy  bonie  e'e  brie  I 
.    Thy  fmiles  are  fae  like  my  blyth  Sodger  laddie, 

ThouY  ay  the  dearer,  and  dearer  to  me! 
But  I'll  big  a  bow'r  on  yon  bonie  banks, 

Whare  Tar  rins  wimplin  by  fae  clear; 
And  I'll  deed  thee  in  the  tartan  fae  fine, 

And  mak  thee  a  man  like  thy  dadie  dear. 


Johnny  and  Mary. 


lOl 


johnny  lilt  _  ing   tun'd  his  reed,    and  Ma_ry  wip'd    her  bon-ny  mou' 


Coftly  claiths  (he  had  but  few; 
Of  rings  and  jewels  nae  great  ftore; 
Her  face  was  fair,  her  love  was  true, 
And  Johnny  wifely  wi(h'd  no  more; 
Love's  the  pearl  the  fhepherd  s  prize; 
O'er  the  mountain,  near  the  fountain, 
Love  delights  the  (hepherd's  eyes. 
Down  the  burn,  &c. 

a  End  of  Volum 


Gold  and  titles  give  not  health, 
-And  Johnny  cou'd  nae  thefe  impart; 
Youthfu  Mary's  greateft  wealth 
Was  (till  her  faithfu'  Johnny's  heart: 
Sweet  the  joys  the  lovers  find, 
Great  the  treafure,  fweet  the  pleafure, 
Where  the  heart  is  always  kind. 
Down  the  burn  &c . 

e  First. 
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When  Guilford  good  Our  Pilot  ftood. 

Tune,  M,  freicedan. 


101  -V*        When  Guilford  good  our  Pilot  ftood,  An  did  ourhellitn 


Lively 


thraw,  mar.,  Ae  night,  at  tea,  began  a  plea,  Within  A.nie_ri 


ca, 


man:  Then  up  they  gat  the  mafkin-pat,  And  in  the  fea  did  jaw,man;  An 


Then  thro' the  lakes  Montgomery  takes. 

I  wat  he  was  na  flaw,  man; 
Down  Lowrie's  burn  he  took  a  turn, 

And  C-rl-t-n  did  Ca\  man; 
But  yet,  whatreck,  he,  at  Quebec, 
•  Montgomery-like  did  fa',  man, 
Wi'  fword  in  hand,  before  his  band, 

Amang  hi3  enemies  a',  man. 
3 

Poor  Tammy  G-ge  within  a  cage 

Was  kept  at  Bofton-ha',  man; 
Till  Willie  H- e  took  o  er  the  knowe 

For  Philadelphia,  man; 
Wi'  fword  an'  gun  he  thought  a  fin 

Guid  Chriftian  bluid  to  draw,  man; 
But  at  New-York,  wi'  knife  an'  fork, 

Sir-Loin  he  hacked  fma',  man. 
4 

B-rg-ne  gaed  up,  like  fpur  an'  whip, 
Till  Frafer  brave  did  fa',  man; 

Thrn  loft  his  way,  ae  mifty  day, 
In  Saratoga  lhaw,  man. 


C-rnw-ll-s  fought  as  lang's  he  d ought. 

An' did  the  Buckfkins  claw,  man; 
But  CI-  nt-n's  glaive  frae  ruft  to  fave 

lie,  hung  it  to  the  wa',  man.  ' 
5 

Then  M-nt-gue,  an'  Guilford  too, 

Began  to  fear  a  fa',. man;  (ftoure, 
And  S-ckv-lle  doure,,wha  ftood  the 

The  German  Chief  to  rhraw,  man: 
For  Paddy  B-rke,  like  ony  Turk, 

Nae  mercy  had  at  a',  man; 
An  Charlie  "Fx  threw  by  the  box, 

An',  lows'd  his  tinkler  jaw,  man. 
6 

Then  R-ck-ngh-m  took  up  the  game 

Till  Death  did  on  him  ca',  man; 
When  Sh-lb-rne  meek  held  up  his  cheek 

Conform  to  Gofpel  law,  man  : 
Saint  Stephens  boys,  wi'  jarring  noife, 

The}' did  his  meafures  thraw,  man. 
For  K-rth  an'  F-x  united  ftocks, 

An'  bore  him  to  the  wa',  m-in. 
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Would  T  hae  fear'd  then,  a',  man 
9 

But,  word  an'  blow,  N-rth,  F-x,  and  O 

Gowff 'd  Willie  like  a  b a',  man, 
Till  Suthrons  raife,  an*  cooft  their  clai 
Behind  him  in  a  raw,  man: 


Led  him  a  fair  faux  pas,  man: 
The  Saxon  lads,  wi'  loud  placads, 
On  Chatham's  Boy  did  ca',  man; 
An'  Scotland  drew  her  pipe  an'  blew 
'  Up,  Willie,  waur  them  a'  man!' 

8 

Behind  the  throne  then  Gr_nv-lle's  gone,  An'  Caledon  threw  by  the  drone, 
A  fecret  word  or  twa,  man;  An' did  her  whittle  draw,  man; 

While  flee  D-nd-s  arous'd  the  clafs      An'  fwoor  fu'  rude,  thro?  dirt  an' bloc 
Be-nprth  the  Roman  wa'  man:  To  mak  it  guid  in  law,  man. 

•f::f::*:*n^ 

Tranent  Mmr. 
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The  Chevalier,  being  void  of  fear,  Did  march  upBriflie-brae,  mai 


*  1    lii-    1  = 

3] 

mi  *  *-+-m 

<f      And  thro'  1  ranent,  e'er  he  did  {tent, 

fcfe.it4              p  |-^—   ^ 

\s 

faft  as  he  could 

gae,  man:  Whih 

v^T"*"  '   '  1  M  — i 

M-—-- H 

The  brave  Lochiel,  as  I  heard  tell  , 

Led  Camerons  on  in  clouds,mafl: 
The  morning  fair,  and  clear  the  air, 

They  loos'd  withdivilifh  thuds, man; 
Down  guns  they  threw,    ("words  tho  drew 

And  foon  did  chaee  tl.o.i  ail,  maii; 
Oi  Seaton  Crafts  they  b"ft  th^r  chafta, 

And  £art  them  rin  lik«  daft,  man. 


The  bluff  dragoons  fwore  blood  and  c 

They'd  make  the  rebels  run,  man; 
And  yet  they  flee  when  them  they  fee 

And  ninna  fire  a  gnn,m^n. 
;They  turo'd  their  bade,  th«  foot  theyW 

Such  terror  fn/'d  thew  a\  ttwm; 
Some  wri  then  cbec  ksfon  e  fyfd  »h«  irb 

An!  fame  for  ft  ar  d'd  K  n- 
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The  volunteers  prick'd  up  their  ears,. 

And  vow  gin  they  were  croufe,  man; 
But  when  the  bairns  faw't  turn  to  earn  ft 

Thev  were  not  worth  a  loufe,  man; 
Maift  feck  gade  hame;  O  fy  for  fhamei 

They'd  better  ftaid  awa,  man, 
Than  wi' cockade  to  make  parade, 

And  do  nae  good  at  a',  man. 

Menxiththe  great,  when  her  fell  f_t, 

LV wares  did  ding  him  o'er,  man, 
Yet  wnd  na   ftand  to  bear  a  hand, 

Bu+  aff  fou  faft  did  fcour,  man; 
O  er  Soutra  hill,  e'er  he  ftood  ftill, 

Before  he  tafted  meat,  man, 
Troth  he  ma}'  brag  of  his  fwift  nag, 

That  bare' him  aff  fae  fleet,  man. 

And  Simpfonkeen  to  clear  the  een 

Of  rebels  far  in  wrang,  man; 
Did  never  ftrive  wi*  piftols  five, 

But  gallopp 'd  with  the  thrang,  man : 
He  turn'd  his  back,  and  in  a  crak 

Was  cleanly  out  of  fight,  man; 
And  thought  it  belt,  it  was  nae  jeft 

Wi'  Highlanders  to  fight,  man. 


Mangft  a'  the  gang  nane  bade  the  bang 

But  twa,  and  ane  was  tane,  man; 
for  Campbell  rade,  but  Myrie  ftaid, 

And  fair  he  paid  the  kain,m3n; 
Fell  {kelps  he  got  was  war  then  fhot 

Frae  the  fharp-edg'd  claymore,  man; 
Frae  many  a  fpout  came  running  out 

His  reeking- het  red  gore,  man. 

But  Gardner  brave  did  ftillbehave 

Like  to  a  hero  bright, man; 
His  courage  true,  like  him  were  few 

That  ftill  defpifed  flight,  man; 
For  King  and  laws,  and  country's  caufe, 

In  Honour's  bed  he  lay,  man; 
His  life,  but  not  his  courage, fled, 

While  he  had  breath  to  draw,  man. 

And  Major  Bowie,  that  worthy  foul, 

Was  brought  down  to  the  ground,  man; 
His  borfe  being  (hot,  it  was  his  lot 

For  to  get  mony  a  wound,  man: 
Lieutenant  Smith  ,  of  Irifh  birth, 

Frae  whom  he  ca  I  I'd  for  aid,  man. 
Being  full  of  dread,  lap  o'er  his  bead, 

And  wadna  be  gainfaid,  man. 


He  made  fick  hafte,  fae  fpur'd  his  beaft, 

Twas  little  there  he  fawi  man  : 
,  To  Berwick  rade,  and  falfel)  faid, 

The  Scots  were  rebels  a\  man; 
But  let  that  end,  for  well  'tis  kend 

His  ufe  and  wont  to  lie,  man; 
TheTeague  is  naught,  he  never faught, 

When  he  had  room  to  flee, man. 

And  Caddell  dreft,  amang  the  reft, 

With  gun  and  good  claymore,  man; 
On  gelding  grey  he  rode  that  way, 

With  piftols  fet  before,  man;  (blood, 
The  caufe  was  good,, he'd  fpend  his 

Before  that  he  would  yield,  man; 
But  the  night  before  he  left  the  cor, 

And  never  fae'd  the  field,  man. 

But  gallant  Roger,  like  a  foger. 

Stood  and  bravely  fought,  mant 
I'm  wae  to  tell,  at  laft  he  fell, 

But  mae  down  wi'  him  brought,man. 
At  point  of  death,  wi'  his  laft  breath, 
(Some  ftand ing  round  in  ring,  man^ 
On  s  back  lying  flat,  he  wav'd  his  hat, 
And  cry  a,  God  fave  the  King,  man. 

(do^-p 

Some  Highland  Wgues,  like  hungry 

Neglecting  to  purfue,  man, 
About  they  fae'd,  and  in  great  hafu 

Upon  the  boot}'  flew,  man; 
And  they  as  gain,  for  a'  their  pain, 
Are  deck'd  wi'  fpoils  of  war,  man, 
Fow  bald  can  tell  how  her  nainfell 
Wag  ne'er  fae  pra  before,  man. 

At  the  thorn  tree,  which  you  may  fee 

Beweft  the  meadow- mill,  man. 
There  mony  flain  lay  ori  the  plain; 

The  clans  purfuing  ftill,  man. 
Sick  unco*  hacks,  and  deadly  whacks \ 

I  never  faw  the  like,  man, 
Loft  hands  &  heads  coft  them  their  deads 
That  fell  near  Prefton-dyke,  man. 

That  afternoon,  when  a'  was  done, 

I  gaed  to  fee  the  fray,  man; 
But  nad  I  wift  what  after  paft, 

I'd  better  ftaid  away,  man: 
On  Seaton  fands,  wi'  nimble  hands. 
They  pick'd  my  pockets  bare, man; 
But  I  wifh  ne'er  "to  drie  r:ek  ^ar, 


For  a*  the  fum  and  no 
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Praelinm  Gillicrankiannm.  J 

To  the  foregoing  Tune. 

Giahamius  notabilis  coegerat  Montanos,  ,  MacLeanius,  circumdatus  tribo  mar,  ail 
Qui  cljpeis  et  glad  lie  fugarunt  Anglicanos;  Semper,  devinctifsimus  h  mill  s.  recall , 
Fugerant  Yullicolae,  atque  Puritani,  Fortiter  pugnaverat  more  Atavorum,  I 

Cacavere  Batavi  et  Cameroniani.  Deinde  diffcipavera?  Tunasai  Batavorun 

Grahamius  mirabilis,  fortifsimus  Alcides,  Strenuus  Lochielius,  mulfo  Camerone, 
Cujus.  Regi  fuerat  intemerata  fides,       Hoftes  Enfe  peremit,et  abtjo  pugione 
Agiles  monticolas  marte  infpiravit,  ^t  Iftos  et  intrcpidos  Oreo  dedicavait, 
Et  duplicatum  numerum  hoftium  profliga-  Impedimenta  hoftium  Blaro  reportavit 


Nobilis  appamit  Fermilodunenfis, 
Cujus  in  Rebelles  ftringebatur  Enfis; 
Nobilis  et  Sanguine,  Nobilior  virtute, 
Regi  devotifsimus  intus  et  in  Cute; 
Pitcurius  heroicus,  Hector  Scoticanus, 
Cui  mens  fidelis  fuerat,  et  invicta  manus, 
Capita  rebellium,  is  Excerebravit, . 
Hoftes  unitifsimop.  Ille  dimicavit. 


(-anui 

MacNeillius  de  Bara,Glencous  Krpoch 
Balleehinus  cum  fratre,StuartusApiani 
Pro  Jacobo  feptimo,  fortiter  gefsere, 
Pugiles  fortifsimi  feliciter  vicere. 
Canonicus  clarifsiraus,Gallovidianus, 
Acer  et  indomitus,confilioque  Sanus, 
Ibi  Dux  adfuerat,fpectabilis  perfona, 
Nam  pro  tuenda  patria,hunc  peperit 
(BeHona; 


Glengarius  magnanimus  atque  Bellicofus,  Ducalidoni  dominum  Spreverat  Gradivx 
Functus  ut  Eneas,  pro  rege  animofus,  .    Nobilis  et  juvenis, fbrtis  et  activus, 
Fortis  atque  Strenuus,  hoftes  Expugnavit,  Nam  cum  nativum,principem,exilem,aud 
Sanguine  Rebellium  Campos  coloravit;     Reditex  Hungaria,ut  regi  inferviret; 
Surrexerat.  fideliter  Donaldus  Infulanus,  Illic  et  adfuerat,Tutor  Ranaldorum, 
Pugnaverat  viri liter,  cum  Copiis  Skyanis,    Qui  Strenue  pugnaverat,  cum  Copiis  vii 
Pater  atque  Filij,  non  difimularunt,         Et  ipfe  Capetaneus,  aetate  pucrili,  (-wa 
Sed  pro  Rege  proprio,unanimes  pugnarunt.Intentus  eft  ad  praelium,  fpiritu  virili. 

Glenmoriftonus  Junior, Optimus  Bellator, 
Subito  jam  factus,  hactenus  Venator; 
Perduelles  Whiggeos,  ut  pecOra  proftravit, 
Enfe  et  fulmineo  MacKaium  fugavit. 
Regibus  et  Legibus  Scotici  conftantes, 
Vbs  Clypeis  et  gladiis  Pro  principe  pugnantes; 
Veftra  eft  victoria,  veftra  eft  et  Gloria: 
In  Cantis  et  Hiftoria   perpes  eft  Memoria. 

t  Autore  Herberto  Kennedy,  quondam  in  Academia  Edinburgenfi  Profefsore 
Ex  antiqua    familia  quandoque  de  Haleaths,  in  valle  Annandi*  orto. 


To  the  weavers  gin  ye  go, fair  maids, To  the  weavers  gin  ye  go,  I 


rede  you  right, gang  ne'er  at  night,  To  the'  weaver's  gin  ye  go. 


My  mither  fent  me  to  the  town 
To  warp  a  plaid  en  wab; 

But  the  weary,  weary  war  pin  o't 
Has  gart  me  figh  and  fab. 
To  the  weaver's  &c. 

A  bonie,  weftlin  weaver  lad 
Sat  working  at  his  loom; 

He  took  my  heart  as  wi'  a  net 
In  every  knot  and  thrum. 
To  the  weaver's  &c. 


f  fat  befide  my  warpin-wheel, 
And  ay  I  ca'd  it  roun'; 

But  every  fhot  and  every  knock, 

My  heart  it  gae  a  ftoun . 
i       To  the  weavers  &c. 

The  moon  was  (inking  in  the  weft 
Wi'  vifage  pale  and  wan, 

As  my  bonie s  weftlin  weaver  lad 
Convoy'd  me  thro'  the  glen. 
To  the  weavers  &c. 


But  what  was  faid,or  what  was  done. 

Shame  fa*  me  gin  I  tell; 
But  Ohi  T  fear  the  kintra  foon 

Will  ken  as  weel's  nryfeli 
To  the  weaver  s  fee . 


lor 


Strephon  and  Ljdia. 

jrune/Ihejjordons^  has  the  guiding_p' 


Far  diftant  from  the  mournful  fcene, 

Thy  parents  fit  at  eafe, 
Thy  Lydia  rifles  all  the  plain, 

And  all.  the  fpring,to  pleafe. 
Ill  fated  youth! by  fault  of  Friend, 

Not  force  of  foe,deprefs'd, 
Thou  fall'st,  alas;  thyfelf,  thy  kind, 

Thy  country,  unredrefs'di 


4::*::*::*::*::*::*::*::*::*"*::^ 

On  a  rock  by  feas  fnrrounded. 

  _  Tune Janthy  the  lovely. 
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Whiftle,  an'  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad 


Come  down  the  back  ftairs,and  let  naebody  fee;  And  come  as  ye 


tak     me  frae 


mam 


Hallowmafs  is  come  and  gane,  Fu'  loud  and  (hill  the  frofty  wind 

The  nights  are'  lang  in  winter,  Sir;  Blaws  thro' the  leaflefs  timmer.  Sir; 

\nd  you  an*  I  in  ae  bed,  But  if  ye  come  this  gate  again, 

In  trowth.I  dare  na  venture,  Sir.  Til  aulder  be  gin  ftmmer,  Sir. 

I'm  o'er  young  &c.  I'm  o'er  young  tec. 


in 


Haorilla. 


Tune,  The  bonnieft  lafo  in  a  the^warJ 


0  faireft  maid,  T  own  thy  power;  But  eafe,  O  charmer,  eafe  1117  care, 
r  gaze,  T  figh,  and  languifh;  And  let  my  torments  move  thee; 

Yet  ever,  ever  will  adore.  As  thou  art  faireft  of  the  fair, 

1  And  triumph  in  my  anguifh.  So  I  the  deareft  love  thee. 


Love  is  the  canfe  of  my  Mourning 


V 


Her  eyes  were  fcarce  clofed,when  Strephon  came  by, 
He  thought  (he'd  been  fleeping,and  foftly  drew  nigh; 
But  finding  her  breathlefs,  Oh  heavens  i  did  he  cry, 

Ah  Chloris!  the  caufe  of  my  mourning. 
Reftore  me  my  Chloris,  ye  nymphs, ufe  your  art: 
They,  fighing,  reply'd,'Twas  yourfelf  fhot  the  dart, 
That  wounded  the  tender  young  fhepherdefs'  heart, 
And  kill'd  the  poor  Chloris  with  mourning. 
Ah  then,  is  Chloris  dead, 
Wounded  by  me!  he  faid; 
Pll  follow  thee,chafte  maid, 
Down  to  the  (llent  {hade: 
Then  on  her  cold  fnowy  breaft  leaning  his  head, 
Expir'd  ythe  poor  Strephon  with  mourning. 


Slow 


Then  one  of  them  faid  unto  her, 
Bonnie  lafsie,  fliew  me  the  way, 

O  if  I  do  fae  it  may  breed  me  wae, 
For  langer  I  dare  na  ftay. 

But  dark  and  mifty  was  the  night 
Before  the  bonnie  lafs  came  hame; 

Now  where  hae  you  been,  my  ae  doughter? 
f  am  fure  you  was  na  your  lane. 

O  father,  a  tod  has  come  o'er  your  Iamb, 
A  gentleman  of  high  degrue, 

And  ay  whan  he  fpake  he  lifted  his  hat, 
And  bonnie, bonnie  blinkit  his  ee . 


It  fell  upon  another  fair  evening, 
The  bonnie  lafs  was  milking  herkl 

And  by  came  the  troop  of  gentlemen," 
And  rode  the  bonnie  lafsie  by.  I 

Then  one  of  them  ftopt,  and  faid  to  h 
Wha's  aught  that  baby  ye  are  wi\? 

The  lafsie  began  for  to  blu£h,and  thii 
To  a  father  as  gude  as  ye. 

O  had  your  tongue,  my  bonnie  May,  I 

Sae  loud's  I  hear  you  lie; 
O  dinnae  you  mind  the  mifty  night  ' 

I  was  in  the  bught  with  thee. 


But  when  twenty  weeks  were  paft  &  gane,  Now  he's  come  aff  hie  mill-white  fte« 
O  twenty  weeks  and  three,  And  hc  ha8  taen  bet  Wi 

And  thi  kf "  VT  PCr  I"*  Wan'  N°W  let>™  father  brin8  th.  ky 
And  think  lang  for  hts  bhnk.n  ee.        You  ne'er  mair  fhaU  ca5  them  agen.  | 

O  wae  be  to  my  father*,  herd,  He  was  the  laird  of  Auchentrone, 

An  .11  death  ma>- he  d,e;  With  fifty  ploughs  and  three, 

*  T   a     u  U/  ^  ffae  hame,  A"d  hc  Jlas  ?ottcn  the  h°™"ft  lafs 

And  wadna  b,de  w,  me.  fn  „,  thc  fmjth  countrie 


 4 
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Keeking  in  the  draw-well  clear, 
What  if  r  (hou'd  fa'  in.  then; 
Syne  a'  my  kin  will  fay  and  fwear, 

I  drown  cl  myfell  for  fin, then. 
Had  the  better  by  the  brae, 

Janet,  Janet ; 
Flad  the  better  hy  the  brae, 
My  jo  Janet. 

rood  Sir,  for  your  courtelie, 

Coming  thro'  Aberdeen  then,  ' 
For  the  love  you  bear  to  me, 

Buy  me  a  pair  of  fheen  then, 
^lout  the  auld,  the  new  are  dear, 

Janet, Janet; 
\  pair  may  gain  ye  hVf  a  year, 
%  jo  Janet. 


But  what  if  dancing  on  the  green, 

And  fkipping  like  a  mawkin, 
If  they  (hould  fee  my  clouted  fheen, 

Of  me  they  will  be  tauking. 
Dance  ay  laigh,  and  late  at  e'en, 

Janet,  Janet. 
Syne  a'  their  fauts  will  no  be  feen. 
My  jo  Janet . 

Kind  Sir,  for  your  cdurtefie. 

When  ye  gae  to  the  crofs  then, 
For  the  love  ye  bear  to  me, 

Buy  me  a  pacing  hoif<  then. 
Pace  upo*  your  fpinning  wiieel, 

Janet,  Janet, 
Pace  upo'  your  fpinning  wheel, 
My  jo  Janet. 


He  who  prefumcl  to  gnide  the  Sun 


Tune,  The  Maids  complaint 


if'^fl  jjir Sir  *  J^CT 

him    too,  tho'  conlura'd  by  fire.  You  boaft  becaufe  you 


him    too,  tho'  confirm  cl  by  fire,  You  boaft  becaufe  you  dare: 


The  Birks  of  Aberfeldy. 

Tune,  Birks  of  Abergeldie. 


bonny  lafsie,  will  ye  go  to  the  Birks  of  Aber^fel-  dy?  g  Now; 


ContinneH. 
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Simmer  blinks  on  flowery  braeS,And  o'er  the  chryf-tal  ftteam.lets 


The  little  birdies  blythely  fing, 
While  o'er  their  heads  the  hazels  hing; 
Or  lightly  flit  on  wanton  wing 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Boimylafsie,&c. 


ers, 


The  hoary  cliffs  are  crownd  wi'flow 
White  o'er  the  linns  the  burnie  pours, 
And  rifing  weets  wi'  mifty  fiiowers 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonny  lafsie,&c . 


Let  Fortune's  gifts  at  random  flee, 
They  ne'er  (hall  draw  a  wifli  frae  me 


The  braes  afcend  like  lofty  wa's, 
The  foamy  ftream  deep-roaring  fa's, 

OVr-hun/wi'  fragrant-fpreading  (haws,  Supremely  bleft  wi'  love ;  and  thee 
Thebfrks  of  AWeldy.  In  the  birks  of  Aberfelo>. 

Bonny  lafsie,&c.  .Bonnylafsie,fcc. 

Birks  of  Abergeldie 


BONNY  lafsie,  wiU  ye  go, 
1  Will  ye  go,  will  ye  go, 
Corny  lafsie,  will  ye  go 

To  the  birks  o'  Abergeldie? 
Ye  Ihall  get  a  gown  of  filk, 

A  gown  of  filk,  a  gown  of  filk, 
Je  (hh\\  get  a  gown  of  filk, 
And  coat  of  calimancoe. 


Na,  kind  Sir,  I  dare  nae  gang, 

I  dare  nae  gang,  I  dare  nae  gang, 
Na,  kind  Sir,  I  dare  nae  gang, 

My  minnie  (he'll  be  angry: 
Sair,  fair  wad  fhe  flyte, 

Wad  (he  flyte,  wat  fhe  flyte, 
Sair,  fair  wad  fhe  flyte, 

And  fair  wad  fhe  b«r\  me. 


O  what  ifl  death  but  parting  breath? 

On  many  a  bloody  plain 
I've  dar'd  his  face, and  in  this  place 

I  fcom  him  yet  again! 
Sae  ranting Jy,  &c. 


IVe  liv'd  a  life  of  fturt  and  ftrife; 

I  die  by  treacheric: 
It  burns  my  heart  I  muft  depart 

And  not  avenged  be. 
Sae  rantingly,  &c. 


Untie  thefe  bands  from  off  my  hands,  Now  fareweiyight,  thou  funfluue  brighti 
And  brmg  to  me  my  fword;  ,  And  all  beneath  the  %! 

And  there's  no  a  man  in  all  Scotland,  May  coward  ftame  diftain  hi.  name, 
But  I  11  brave  him  at  a  .vord.  The  wretch  that  dares  not  die! 

Sae  rantlngly,  fee.  Sa,  rantingly, &c. 
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<       lowlands  of  Holland  Hae 
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twinnd  my  love  and  m 
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My  love  lies  in  the  faut  fea, 

And  I  am  on  the  fide, 
Enough  to  break  a  young  thing's  heart 

Wha  lately  was  a  bride: 
Wha  lately  was  a  bonie  bride 

And  pleafure  in  her  ee; 
But  the  lowlands  of  Holland 

Hae  twinn'd  my  love  and  me. 

New  Holland  is  a  barren  ph.ee, 

In  it  there  grows  no  grain; 
Nor  any  habitation 

Wherein  for  to  remain .: 
But  the  fugar  canes  ere  plenty. 

And  the  wine  drape;  frae  the  tree; 
And  the  lowlands  of  Holland 

Hae  twinn'd  my  love  and  me. 

My  love  he  built  a  bonie  fhip 

And  let  her  to  the  fea, 
Wi'feven  fcore  brave  mariners 

To  bear  her  companie; 


Threefcore  gaed  to  the  bottom, 
And  threefcore  di'd  at  fea; 

And  the  lowlands  of  Holland 
Hae  twinn'd  my  love  and  me. 

My  love  has  built  another  fhip 

And  fet  her  to  the  main, 
He  had  but  twenty  mariners 

And  all  to  bring  her  name: 
The  ftormy  winds  did  roar  again, 

The  raging  waves  did  rout, 
And  my  love  and  his  bonie  fhip 

Turn'd  widderlhins  about. 

There  {hall  nae  mantle  crofs  my  back. 

Nor  kame  gae  in  my  hair, 
Neither  fhall  coal  nor  candle  light 

Shine  in  my  bower  mair; 
Nor  fhall  I  chufe  anither  love 

Until  the  day  I  die, 
Since  the  lonhnds  of  Holland 

Hae  twinn'd  my  love  and  mr . 


Continued . 
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right  gude  will,  To  Ting    my   Highland    Lafsie,  O 


O  were  yon  hills  and  vallies  mine,    For  her  I'll  dare  the  billows  roar 
Yon  palace  and  yon  gardens  fine  I        For  her  I'll  trace  a  diftant  Chore; 
The  world  then  the  love  fhould  know  That  Indian  wealth  may  luftre  thro 
r  bear  my  Highland  Lafsie, O.  Around  my  Highland  Lafsie,0. 

Within  the  glen  &c.  Within  the  glen  &c. 


But  fickle  fortune  frowns  on  me, 
And  I  maun  crofs  the  raging  fea; 
But  while  my  crimfon  currents  flow, 
I  love  my  Highland  Lafsie,  O. 
Within  the  glen  &c. 


Altho'  thro'  foreign  climes  I  range, 
1  k?)ow  her  heart  will  never  change, 
For  her  bofom  burns  with  honors  glow, 
My  faithful  Highland  Lafsie,0. 
Within  the  glen  &c. 


She  has  my  heart,  fhe  has  my  hanc 
By  fecret  truth  and  honor's  band! 
Till  the  mortal  ftroke  fhall  lay  me  J 
I'm  thine,  my  Highland  Lafsie, O. 
Farewel,  the  glen  fae  bufhy,  Oi 
Farewel,  the  plain  fae  rafhy,  Oi 
To  other  lands  I  now  muft  go 
To  ling  my  Highland  Lafsie,Ol 


The  Northern  Lafs. 


R 


Song  of  Selma. 
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Fife  and  a'  the  lands  about  it . 


-^  -bout    it,  Cndefi,,  ing    I    can  _fee;  , 


^^^^ 


da-s   without  it,   ^>t,  my  charmer,  with -Jut  thee 


Muft  I  then  forever  languifh, 

Still  complaining  ftill  endure; 
Can  her  form  create  an  anguifh, 

Which  her  foul  difdains  to  cure! 
Why  by  hopelefs  pafsion  fated, 

Muft  T  ftill  thofe  eyes  admire; 
Whilft  unheeded,unregretted, 

In  her  prefence  I  expire! 

Would  thy  charms  improve  their  power, 
Timely  think,relentlef«  maid; 

B  auty  is  a  fhort  liv'd  flow*r, 
Deftined  but  to  bloom  3nd  fade! 


Let  that  heaven,  whofe  kind  imprefeioi 
All  thy  lovely  feature*  fliew, 

Melt  thy  foul  to  foft  compafsion 
For  a  fuff  ring  lover*  woe. 

See  my  colour  quickly  fading 

To  a  lad  portentous  pale: 
See  cold  death  thy  fcorn  upbraiding, 

O  er  my  vital  frame  prevail. 
Vain  alas!  ex  population, 
'Tis  not  thine  her  love  to  gain; 
But  with  filent  refignation 

Bid  adieu  to  life  and  pain!  D 


Were  na  my  Heart  light  I  wad  die. 
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m 


m 
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There  was  ance  a  May,  and  fhe  loe'd na    men;  S^e 


Slowifh 


When  bonny  young  Johny  cam  o'ef  the  fea, 
He  faid  he  faw  naething  fae  lovely  as  me; 
He  hecht  me  baith  rings  and  mom  bra  things; 
And  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 

He  had  a  wee  titty  that  loed  na  me, 
Becaufe  I  was  twice  as  bonny  as  fhe; 
She  rais'd  fick  a  pother  'twixt  him  and  his  mother* 
That  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 

The  day  it  was  fet,  anci  the  bridal  to  be, 
The  wife  took  a  dwam,  and  lay  down  to  die; 
She  main'd  and  Hie  grain'd  out  of  dolour  and  pain, 
Till  he  vow'd  he  never  wad  fee  me  again. 

His  kin  was  for  ane  of  a  higher  degree. 
Said,  What  had  he  to  do  with  the  like  of  mei 
Albeit  I  was  bonny,  I  was  na  for  Johny: 
And  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 

They  (aid  I  had  neither  cow  nor  cauf, 
Nor  dribbles  of  drink  rins  thro'  the  draff, 
Nor  pickles  of  meal  rins  thro*  the  mill  eV. 
And  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 

His  titty  fhe  was  baith  wylie  and  flee*, 
She  fpy'd  me  as  I  came  o'er  the  lee; 
And  then  fhe  ran  in  and  made  a  loud  din, 
Believe  your  ain  een,  an  ye  trow  na  me. 

His  bonnet  ftood  ay  fu'  round  on  his  brow; 
His  auld  ane  looks  ay  as  well  as  fame's  new: 
But  now  he  leta't  wear  Ony  gate  it  will  hing» 
And  cafts  himfelf  dowie  upo»  the  corn  bint- 

And  now  he  gaes  drooping  about  the  dykes, 
And  a'  he  dow  do  is  to  hund  the  tykes: 
The  live  -lang  night  he  ne'er  fteeks  his  eye: 
And  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die , 
Were  I  young  for  thee,  as  I  hae  been, 
We  fhou'd  hae  oeen  galloping  down  on  yon  green. 
And  linking  it  on  the  lily-wnite  lee; 
And  wow  gin  T  were  but  young  for  thee . 


There  under  the  fhade  of  an  old  facred  thorn. 
With  freedom  he  fung  his  loves  ev'ning  and  morn; 
He  fang  with  fo  faft  and  enchanting  a  found,' 
That  filvans  and  fairies  unfeen  danc'd  around. 


The  ftiepherd  thus  fung,  Tho'  young  Mary  be  fair, 
Her  beauty  is  dafii'd  with  a  fcornfu'  proud  air; 
But  Sufie  was  handfome,and  fweetly  could  fin^, 
H( -r  breath  like  the  bree/.es  perfume!  in  the  fpring. 

That  Maddie,  in  all  the  gay  bloom  of  her  youth, 
I  ike.  the  moon  was  inconftant,  and  never  fpoke  truth; 
But  Sufie  was  faithful,  good  humour'd,  and  free, 
And  fair  as  thetgoddefs  who  fprung  from  the  fea. 

That  mammas  fine  daughter,  with  all  her  great  dow'r, 
Was  aukwardlv  airy,  and  frequently  four; 
Then  fighing  he  wifh<d,  would  parents  agree, 
The  witty  fweet  Sufie  his  miftrefs  might  be. 
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To  the  foregoing  Ttine. 

Peggy  TJLTHEN  firft  my  dear  laddie  gade  to  the  green  hill, 
V*  And  T  at  ewe- milking  firft  fey*d  my  young  (kill. 
To  bear  the  milk  bowie  nae  pain  was  to  me, 
When  I  at  the  bughting  forgather'd  with  thee. 

Patie     When  corn-rigs  wav'd  yellow,  and  blue  hether  bells 
Bloom'd  bonny  on  moorland  and  fweet  riling  fells, 
N*e  birna,  briers,  or  brechens  gae  trouble  to  me, 
If  I  found  the  berries  right  ripen'd  for  thee. 

Peggy  When  thou  ran,  or  wreftled,  or  putted  the  ftane, 
And  came  aff  the  victor,  my  heart  was  ay  fain: 
Thy  ilka  fport  manly  gae  pleafure  to  me; 
For  nane  can  putt,  wreftle,  or  run  fwift  as  thee. 

Patie    Our  Jenny  fings  faftly  the  Cowden  broom  knows, 
And  Rofie  lilts  fweetly  the  milking  the  ewes; 
There's  few  Jenny  Nettles  like  Kanfy  can  fing, 
.  At  thro the  wood,  laddie,  Befs  gars  our  lugs  ring; 
But  when  my  dear  Peggy  Tings,  with  better  (kill, 
The  boatman,  Tweedfide,  or  the  lafs  of  the  mill, 
'Tis  mony  times  fweeter  and  plealant  to  me; 
For  tW  they  fing  nicely,  they  cannot  like  thee. 

Peggy  How  eaSy  can.  lafles  trow  what  they  ,defire! 

And  praifes  fae  kindly  increafes  Love's  fire: 
Give  me  ftill  this  pleafure,  my  ftudy  (nail  be, 
To  make  myfelf  better  and  fweeter  for  thee . 

The  anld  Yellow-hair'd  Laddie. 

THE  yellow-hair'd  laddie  fat  on  yon  burn  brae, 
Cries,  milk  the  ewes  laffie,  let  nane  of  them  gae; 
And  ay  file  milked,  and  ay  file  fang. 
The  yellow-hair'd  laddie  fhall  be  my  goodman. 
.  And  ay  (he  milked,  &c. 

The  weather  is  cauld,  and  my  claithing  is  thin,  . 
The  ews  are  new  clipped  they  winna  bught  in, 
They  winna  bught  in,  tho'  I  fhou'd  die* 
O  yellow-hair'd  laddie,  be  kind  to  me. 
They  winna  bught  in,  Ac. 

The  good  wife  cries  butt  the  houfe,  Jenny  come  ben; 
The  cheefe  is  to  mak,  and  the  butter  to  kirn: 
Tho'  butter,  and  chtefe,  and  a'  fhou'd  four, 
I'll  crack  and  kifs  wi'  my  love  ae  ha'f  hour; 
'         It's  ae  ha^f  hour,  and  we's  e'en  make  it  three, 

For  the  yellow-hair'd  laddie  my  hufband  fhall  be. 


The  Miller 
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-  ler,  For  foul  day  and  fair  day  He'a    ay  bringing  till  her.  Haa 
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P  -  per;  And 

gin  (he  pleafe,  a  good  fat  cheefe,And  lumps  of  yellow  butter. 


When  Jamie  firft  did  woo  me, 
I  fpeir'd  what  was  his  calling; 

Fair  maid,  fays  he,  O  come  and  fee, 
Ye're  welcome  to  my  dwalling: 

Though  T  was  £hy,yet  I  cou'd  fpy 
The  truth  of  what  he  told  me, 


Good  figns  are  thefe,,my  mither  fay* 

And  bids  me  tak  the  miller; 
For  foul  day  and  fair  day 

He's  ay  bringing  till  her; 
For  meal  and  malt  fhe  does  na  want 
Nor  ony  thing  that's  dainty; 


And  that  his  houfe  was  warm  and  couth,  And  now  and  then  a  keckling  hen 
And  room  in  it  to  hold  me .  To  lay  her  eggs  in  plenty. 


Behind  the  door  a  bag  of  meal, 

And  in  the  kift  was  plenty, 
Of  good  hard  cakes  his  mither  bakes, 

And  bannocks  were  na  fcanty ; 
A  good  fat  fow,  a  fleeky  cow 

Was  ftandin  in  the  byre; 
Whilft  la/y  poufs  with  mealy  moufe 

Was  playing  at  the  fire . 


In  winter  when  the  wind  and  rain 

8 laws  o'er  the  houfe  and  byre,  j 
He  fits  befide  a  clean  hearth  ftane 

Before  a  roufing  fire; 
With  nut-brown  ale  he  tells  his  talc' 

Which  rows  him  o'er  fou  nappy 
Who  d  be  a  king  -  a  petty  thing, 

When  a  miller  lives  fo  happy. 


Wap  at  the  Widow,  my  Laddie. 


ISO 


widow  can  brew,The  widow  can  fhape, 


ly    wap  i 

it  the  widow,  my 

laddi 
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With  courage  attack  her  baith 

r  z 

early  and 

The  widow  fhe's  youthfu,  and  never  ae  hair 
The  waur  o£  the  wearing,  and  has  a  good  fkair 
Of  every  thing  lovely;  lhe'a  witty  and  fair, 

And  has  a  rich  jointure,  my  laddie . 
What  cou'd  you  wifii  better  your  pleafure  to  crown, 
Than  a  widow,  the  bonnieft  toaft  in  the  town, 
Wi*  naething  but  draw  in  your  ftool  and  fit  down, 

AncJ  fport  wi' the  widow,  my  laddie. 

Then  till  er  and  kill  er  wi'  courtefie  dead, 
Tho'  ftark  love  and  kindnefs  be  a*  ye  can  plead; 
Be  heartfome  and  airy,  and  hope  to  fucced 

Wi*  a  bonny  gay  widow,  my  laddie . 
Strike  iron  while  'tis  het,  if  ye'd  have  it  to  wald, 
For  Fortune  ay  favours  the  active  and  bauld, 
But  ruins  the  wooer  that's  thowlefs  and  cauld, 

Unfit  for  the  widow,  my  laddie. 


Sae  fair  her  hair,  fae  brent  her  brow, 
Sae  bonny  blue  her  eeH,  my  dearie; 

Sae  white  her  teeth,  fae  fweether  rnou' 
The  mair  I  kifs,  fhe's  ay>my  dearie. 

O  er  yon  bank,  and  o'er  yon  brae, 
O  er  yon  mofs  amang  the  heather; 

Til  kilt  my  coat  aboon  my  knee, 
And  follow  my  love  thro'  the  water. 

Down  amang  the  broom,  the  broom, 
Down  amang  the  broom,  my  dearie. 

The  laffie  loft  a  {liken  fnood, 
That  coft  her  mony  a  blirt  and  bleary 


Same  Tune. 

"T^"0  repofe  can  I  difcover 

Nor  find  joy  without  my  lover; 
Clfti  I  ftay  when  (he's  not  near  me; 
Cruel  fates!  once  deign  to  hear  me.: 

The  charms  of  grandeur  don  t  decoy  n| 

Fair  Eliza  muft  enjoy  me; 
My  crown  and  fceptre  I  refign, 

The  (hepherd  *  life  IhaU  ftill  be  mil 


pfe:*::*::^ 

The  Yonng  Mans  Dream. 


126  ^ne  n*&h*  1  dream  cl  I  lay  moft  eafy,    By  a  murm'ring 
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I  faw  my  lafs  come  in  moft  charming 

With  a  look  and  air  fo  .fweet; 
EeVy  grace  was  moft  alarming 

Every  beauty  quite  complete. 
Cupid  with  his  bow  attended; 

Lovely  Venus  too  was  there; 
As  his  bow  young  Cupid  bended, 

Far  away  flew  car  king  care. 
3 

On  a  bank  of  rofes  feated, 

Charmingly  my  true  love  fung; 
While  glad  echo  ftill  repeated 

And  the  hills  and  vallies  rung: 
At  the  laft,  by  fleep  opprefsed, 

On  the  bank  my  love  did  ly; 
By  young  Cupid  ftill  carefsed, 

While  the  graces  round  did  fly. 

The  rofes  red,  the  lily's  blofsom 

With  her  charms  might  not  compare, 
To  view  her  cheeks  and  heaving  bofom, 

Down  they  droop'd  as  in  delpair. 
On  her  {lumber  I  encroaching, 

Panting  came  to  fteal  a  kifs; 
Cupid  froU'd  at  me  approaching 

Seem cl  to  fayjThere's  nought  amifsV 

Wlth  ea^er  wifhes  I  drew  nigher, 
This  fair  maiden  to  embrace; 

My  breath  grew  quick,  my  pulfe  beat 
(h/'mg  on  her  lovely  face,  (higher, 


The  nymph  awaking  quickly  checWd  me 

Starting  up,  with  angry  tone, 
"Thus,  fays  fhe  do  you  refpect  roe 

"Leave  me  quick, and  hence  begone. 
Cupid  for  me  interpofing, 

To  my  love  did  bow  full  low, 
She  from  him  her  hands  unloofing, 
In  contempt  ftruck  down  his  bow. 

Angry  Cupid,  from  her  flying, 

Cry'd  out  as  he  fought  the  fkies, 
''Haughty  nymphs  their  love  denying, 

Tupid  ever  fhall  defpife? 
As  he  fpoke,  old  Care  came  wand'ring, 

With  him  ftalk'd  deftructive  Time? 
Winter  froze  the  ftreams  meand'rirg, 

Nipt  the  Rofes  in  their  prime. 

Spectres  then  my  love  lurrounded, 

At  their  back  march'd  chilling  Death, 
Whilft  fhe,  frighted  and  confounded. 

Felt/their  blafting,pois*nous  breath: 
As  ner  charms  were  fwift  decaying,. 

And  the  furrows  feiz'd  her  cheek: 
Forbear  ye  fiends!  I  vainly  crying. 

Wak'd  in  the  attempt  to  fpeak. 

T 

Same  Tune. 

O  Molly  Molly,  my  dear  honey, 

Come  and  fit  thee  down  by  me, 
And  tell  to  me  what  is  the  reafon 

That  I  fo  flighed  am, by  thee. 
For  if  I  fpeak,  you  fay  I  flatter, 

And  if  I  fpeak  not,  how  (hall  I  fpeed? 
And  if  I  chance  to  write  a  letter, 

Your  anfwer  is,  I  cannot  read . 


133 


O  Mither  dear. 


Tune,  Jenny  dang  the  weaver. 


bonny,  I    winna  keep,  for  in  my  fleep,  I    ftart,  and  dream  of 


woo 


me    din_na    hin-der,    But    wi'  con  _  tent   gi'  your  con 


Better  to  marry,  then  raifcarry; 

For  fharae  and  Health's  the  clink  o't; 
To  thole  the  dool,to  mount  the  ftool, 

I  downa  bide  to  think  o't; 
Sao  while  'tis  time,  I'll  fhun  the  crime, 

That  gar*  poor  Epps  gae  whingeing, 
With  haunches  fow,  and  een  fae  blew1, 

To  all  the  bedrals  bingeing. 

Had  Kr,py's  apron  bidden  down, 
Tile  kirk  had  ne'er  a  kend  it; 

But  when  the  word's  gane  thro' the  town, 
Alakc,how  can  fhe  mend  iti 


Now  Tam  maun  face  the  minifter, 
And  file  maun  mount  the  pillar: 

And  that's  the  way  that  they  maun  gae 
For  poor  folk  hae  nae  filler. 

Now  had  ye'r  tongue,  my  doughter  vpiU 

Replied  the  Ttindly  mither, 
Getjohnny's  hand  in  haly  band, 

Syne  wap  your  wealth  together. 
I'm  o'  the  mind,  if  he  be  kind, 

Ye'Il  do  your  part  difcreetlv  ; 
And  prove  a  wife,  will  gar  his  life, 

And  barrel  run  right  Iweetly. 


Befsy  Bell,  and  Mary  Gray. 
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Now  Befsy  s  hairs  like  a  lint  tap, 

She  fmile8  like  a  May  morning, 
When  Phaebus  ftarts  frae  Thetis'  lap, 

The  hills  with  rays  adorning. 
White  is  her  neck,  foft  is  her  hand> 

Her  waift  and  feet  fu  genty; 
With  ilka  grace  (he  can  command 

Her  lips  j  0  wow!  they  re  dainty. 

And 'Mary'*  locks  are  like  a  craw, 
Her  een  like  diamonds  glances; 

She's  ay  fae  clean,  redd  up,  and  braw, 
She  kills  when  e'er  fhe  dances; 


Blyth  as  a  kid,  with  wit  at  will, 
She  blooming,  tight,  and  tall  is; 

And  guides  her  airs  fae  gracetu  ftilK 
O  Jove!  (he's  like  thy  Pallas . 

Dear  Befsy  Bell,  and  Mary  Gray, 

te  unco  fair  opprefs  us, 
Our  fancies  iee  between  ye  twa, 

Ye  are  fie  bonny  lafses . 
Wae's  me!  for  baith  T  canna  get, 

Tb  ane  by  law  we're  ftented, 
Then  Til  draw  cuts,  and  tak  my  fete, 

And  be  with  ane  contented. 
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Stay,  my  Charmer,  can  you  leave  me? 

Tune,  An  Gille  dubh  ciar  dhubh.l 


By  my  love  fo  ill  requited ; 
By  the  faith  you  fondly  plighted; 
I  Cruel  charmer,  can  you  go!     By  the  pangs  of  lovera  flighted; 

Do  riot,  do  not  leave  me  fo! 
Do  not,  do  not  leave  me  fo! 


B 


Lady  Bothwell's  Lament. 
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lalow,  my  boy,  ly    ftill  and   fleep;  It  grieves  me 


Very  Slow 


<r      mother's  joy,  Thy  father  bred  me  greai 
Mfc  "  »  ■»  w-0  1  1  

t  annoy.  Balow  barlow, 

9.: 

Low, 


ba_low,  ba_low,  ba_low,  ba_low,  In    fit-  li  *u 


Balow,  my  darling,  fleep  a  while,  Balow,  my  boy,  weep  not  for  me, 

Anc I  when  thou  wlk'ft  iLn  fweetly  fmilef  Y^^g^J^^^V^ 


But  fmile  not  as  thy  father  did, 
To  co/en  maid*,  nay,  God  forbid; 
For  in  thine  eye  his  look  I  fee, 
The  tempting  look  that  ruin'd  me. 
Balow,  balow,  fee. 

When  he  began  to  court  my  love, 
And  with  his  fugar'd  words  to  move, 
His  tempting  face,  and  flatt'ring  chear, 
In  time  to  me  did  not  appear; 
But  now  I  fee  that  cruel  he 
Cares  neither  for  his  babe  nor  me . 
Balow,  balow,  &c. 

Farewcel,  f areweel,  thou  falfeft  youth 
That  ever  kifs'd  a  woman's  mouth; 
Let  never  any  after  me. 
Submit  unto  thy  courtefy: 
For  if  they  do,  Ol  cruel  thou 
Wilt  her  abufe,  and  care  not  how. 
Balow,  balow,  fee 


Nor  pity  her  deferved  fmart 
Who  can  blame  none  but  her  fond  heart  . 
For, too  foon  trufting  lateft  finds, 
With  faireft  tongues  are  falfeft  minds- 
Balow,  balow,  fee. 

Balow,  my  boy,  thy  father's  fled , 
When  he  the  thriftlefs  fon  hath  play  d ; 
Of  vows  and  oaths  forgetful,  he 
Preferr 'd  the  wars  to  thee  and  me . 
But  now,  perhaps,  thy  curfe  and  mine 
Make  him  eat  acorns  with  the  twine. 
Balow,  balow,  fee. 

But  curfe  not  him;  perhaps  now  he, 
Stung  with  remorfe,  is  blefeing  thee: 
Perhaps  at  death;  for  who  can  tell, 
Whether  the  Judge  of  heaven  &  hell, 
Byfome  proud  foe,  has  ftruck  the  blow. 
And  laid  the  dear  deceiver  low. 
Balow,  balow,  fee. 


I  was  too  cred'lous  at  the  firft, 
To  yield  thee  all  a  maiden  durft; 
Thou  (wore  for  ever  true  to  f>rove, 
Thy  faith  unchang'd,  unchang 'd  thy  love; 

But,quick  as  thought,the  change  is  wrought,No  womans  yet  fo  fiercely  let, 
Thy  love  nae  mair,  thy  promife  nought.      But  (he'll  forgive,  though  not  forget 


I  wifh  I  were  Into  the  bounds 
Where  he  \yea  fmother'd  in  his  wounds. 
Repeating,  as  ne  pants  for  air. 
My  name,  whom  once  he  call'd  hi«  feir; 


Balow,  balow,  &c . 

,0  gin  I  were  a  maid  again, 
From  young  mens  flatt'ry  I'd  refrain, 
For  now  unto  my  grief  I  find 
They  all  are  perjur'd  and  unkind; 
Bewitching  charms  bred  all  my  harms: 
Witnefs  my  babe  lyes  in  my  arms . 
Balow,  balow,  &c . 

I  tak  my  fate  from  bad  to  worfe, 
That  I  muft  needs  be  now  a  nurfe, 
And  lull  my  young  fon  on  my  lap : 
From  me,  fweet  orphan,  tak  the  pap: 
Balow,  my  child,  thy  mother  mild 
Shall  wail  as  from  all  blifs  exil'd. 
Balow,  balow,  fee . 


Balow, balow,  fee. 

If  linen  lacks,  for  my  love's  fake, 
Then  quickly  to  him  would  I  make 
My  fmockonce  for  his  body  meet, 
And  wrap  him  in  that  wind ing-fheet. 
Ah  met  how  happy  had  I  been, 
If  he  had  ne'er  Deen  wrapt  therein. 
Balow,  balow,  fee. 

Balow,  my  boy,  I'll  weep  for  thee: 
Too  foon,  alake,thou'lt  weep  for  me: 
Thy  griefs  are  growing  to  a  fum; 
God  grant  thee  patience  when  they  - 
Born  to  Main  thy  mothers  {hame,(come: 
A  haplefs  fate,  a  baftards  name . 
Balow,  balow,  fee . 


Woes  my  heart  that  we  Ibou'd  fnnder. 
k 


mm 


Chain'd  to  thy  charms,  I  cannot  ranee, 

No  beauty  new  my  love  (hall  hinder, 
Nor  time,  nor  place,  £hall  ever  change 

My  vows,  tho'  we're  oblig'd  to  fonder. 
The  image  of  thy  graceful  air, 

And  beauties  which  invite  our  wonder, 
Thy  lively  wit,  and  prudence  rare, 

Shall  ftill  be  prefent,  tho*  we  fonder. 

Dear  nymph,  believe  thy  {wain  in  this, 

You  11  ne'er  engage  a  heart  that's  kinder, 
Then  feal  a  promile  with  a  kifs, 

Always  to  love  me,  tho*  we  fonder. 
Ye  powers,  take  care  of  my  dear  lafs, 

That  as  I  leave  her  I  may  find  her. 
When  that  blefs'd  time  fhall  come  to  pafs, 

Well  meet  again.,  and  never  fonder. 


SPEAK  on,- {peak  thus,  and  ftill  my 
Hold  up  a  heart  that's  finking  utKfc 
Thefe  fears,  that  foon  will  want  relief  | 
When  Pate  muft  from  his  Peggy  fun  x 
A  gentler  face,  and  filk  attire, 

A  lady  rich  in  beauty's  blofsom 
Alake  poor  me!  will  now  confpire 
To  fteal  thee  from  thy  Peggy's  b 
No  more  the  fhepherd,  who  excell'd 

The  reft,  whofe  wit  made  them  to  woi 
Shall  now  his  Peggy's  praifes  tell, 
Ah!  I  can  die,  but  never  fonder. 
Ye  meadows  where  we  often  Itray'd, 

Ye  banks  where  we  were  wont  to  wan< 
Sweet-fcented  rocks  round  which  we  pi 
You'll  lofe  your  fweets  when  we're  alui 
Again,  ah!  fhall  I  never  creep 

Around  the  know  with  filent  duty, 
Kindly  to  watch  thee,  while  afleep, 
And  wonder  at  thy  manly  beauty. 
Hear,  heaven,  while  fblemnly  I  vow, 

Tho' thou  fhouldft  prove  a  wand  ring  J 
Thro'  life  to  thee  I  fhall  prove  true, 
Nor  be  a  wife  to  any  other. 


Strathallan's  Lament. 
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blow-  ing,  Suit    not    my  dif_tracted  mind 


In  the  caufe  of  Right  engaged, 

Wrong*  injurious  to  redrefe, 
Honor's  war  we  ftrongly  waged ; 

But  the  heavens  deny3  fuccefs: 
Ruin's  wheel  has  driven  o'er  us, 

Not  a  hope  that  dare  attend, 
The  wide  world  is  all  before  us 

But  a  world  without  a  friend! 


H 


=S5£= 


roaring  linn,  A~mang  the  braes  fae  fcroggie.    But  the  hou^let 


Continued . 
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To  the  Foregoing  Tune  . 


What  words,  dear  Nancy,  will  prevail, 

What  tender  accents  move  theei 
How  {hall  I  fpeak  the  foft  detail, 

And  (hew  how  much  I  love  theei 
The  pains  my  foul  is  doom'd  to  bear, 

Are  far  beyond  exprefsion; 
No  riling  figh,  nor  falling  tear 

Can  half  reveal  my  pafsion. 

Yet  when  the  bofom  rack'd  with  pain 

It's  latent  woe  difclofes, 
^Tia  nature's  tribute  to  complain, 

And  for  rows  felf  repofes. 
Delufive  reft!  for  grief  and  fhame, 

Unpityingfhould'st  thou  hear  me, 
Shall  reinforce  the  cruel  flame, 

The  incefsant  pangs  that  tear  me. 


In  apathy  to  fpend  my -days,' 

T  oft  have  wifh'd  with  ardor, 
Tho'  hard  thy  image  to  era/e, 

To  bear  it  ftill  feemcl  harder; 
But  vain  my  wifhes,  vain  my  toils, 

Loft  freedom  to  recover; 
From  the  harfh  ta(k  my  foul  recoils, 

A  felf  devoted  lover. 

You  fee  by  what  degrees  I  pine, 

Whilft  every  look  implores  you, 
While  calmly  you  to  fate  refign 

The  youth  whofe  foul  adores  you; 
Yet  tome  it  will  the  deftin'd  hour 

When  Death  my  foul  fhall  fever, 
And  love  and  beauty  lofe  their  power 

To  torture  me  for  ever. 

D 
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The  Carle  he  came  o'er  the  Craft 


A  filler  broach  he  gae  me  nieft, 

To  faften  on  my  curchie  nooked, 
I  wort  awee  upon  my  breaft;  . 

But  foon,  a  lake  I  the  tongue  o't  cfo©£ 
And  fae  may  his;  I  winna  hae  him, 

Na,  forfooth,  I  winna  hae  him, 
Ane  twice  a  bairn's  a  lafs's  jeftj 

Sae  ony  fool  for  me  may  hae  him. 

The  carl  has  nae  fault  but  ane, 

For  he  has  lands  and  dollars  plenty; 

But  wae's  me  for  him!  fkin  and  bane 
Is  no  for  a  plump  lafs  of  twenty. 


Hows  awa,  I  winna  hae  him, 
Ma,  forfooth,  I  winna  hae  him! 

What  dignifies  his  dirty  riggs»  ' 
And  cafii,  without  a  man  wif  them.  • 

Bui  ihou'd  my  canker'd  dady  gar 

Me  tak  him  Vainft  my  inclination, 
1  warn  the  fombler  to  beware, 

That  antlers  dinna  claim  their  ftation 
Howt  awa,  I  winna  hae  him  I 

Na,  forfooth,  I  winna  hae  him! 
I'm  fleed  to  crack  the  haly  band, 

Sae  lawty  fays,  I  fhou'd  nae  hae  him 


Gae  to  the  Icy  wi'  me,  Johnny. 


I  hae  a  houfe  a  biggin, 
Anither  that's  like  to  fa, 

I  have  a  laffie  hi*  bairn, 

Which  grieves  me  warft  of  a', 
Gae  to  the  k>  ,  &c. 


But  if  fhe  be  wi'  bairn., 
As  I  trow  *eel  fhe  be, 

I  have  an  auld  mither  at  hatne 
Will  doudle  it  on  her  knee. 
Gae  to  the  ky»  &c. 


Why  hangs  that  clond 


Dear  child,  how  can  I  wrong  thy  name, 

Since  'tis  acknowledge!  at  all  hands, 
That  could  ill  tongues  abufe  thy  fame, 

Thy-  beauty-  can  make  large  amends? 
Or  if  I  durft  profanely  try, 

Thy-  beauty's  powerful  charms  t'upbraid, 
Thy  virtue  well  might  give  the  lie, 

Nor  call  thy  beauty  to  its  aid. 

For  Venus, every  heart  t*  enfnare, 
With  all  her  charms  has  decked  thy  face, 

And  Pallas  with  unufual  care, 

Bids  wifdom  heighten  every  grace. 


Who  can  the  double  pain  endure; 

Or  who  muft  not  refign  the  field 
To  thee,  celeftial  maid,  ftcure 

With  Cupid  s  bow,  and  Pallas*{hield 

If  then  to  thee  fuch  pow'r  is  given, 

Let  not  a  wretch  in  torment  live:  | 
But  fmile,  and  learn  to  copy  heaven, 

Since  we  muft  fin  ere  it  forgive. 
Yet  pitying  Heaven  not  only  does  ! 

Forgive  th'  offender  and  th*  offence.} 
Bat  even  itfelf  appcas 'd  beftows, 

As  the  reward  of  penitence. 


H4 


Willy  was  a  wanton  wag 


He  was  a  man  without  a  clag, 

Hie  heart  was  frank  without  a  flaw; 
And  ay  whatever  Willy  faid, 

It  was  ftill  hadden  as  a  law. 
His  boots  they  were  made  of  the  jag, 

When  he  went  to  the  weapon- fhaW, 
Upon  the  green  nane  durft  him  brag, 

The  fiend  a  ane  amang  them  a'. 

And  was  not  Willy  well  worth  gowd? 

He  wan  the  love  of  great  and  fma'; 
For  after  he  the  bride  had  kifs'd, 

He  kifs'd  the  laffes  hale-fale  a'. 
Sae  merrily  round  the  ring  they  rowd, 

When  by  the  hand  he  led  them  a*, 
And  fmack  on  fmack  on  them  beftowd, 

By  virtue  of  a  (landing  law. 

^nd  was  na  Willy  a  great  lown, 
As  fhyre  a  lick  as  e'er  was  feen,  < 

When  he  dancd  with  the  lafles  round, 
The  bridegroom  fpeercl  where  he  had 

been?  ) 


Quoth  Willy,  I've  been  at  the  ring, 
With  bobbing,  faith,  my  {hanks  are  fair: 

Gae  ca'  your  bride  and  maidens  in, 
For  Willy  he  dow  do  nae  mair. 

Then  reft  ye,  Willy,  I'll  gae  out, 

And  for  a  wee  fill  up  the  ring; 
But  fhame  lighten  his  fouple  fnout, 

He  wanted  Willys  wanton  fling. 
Then  ftraight  he  to  the  bride  did  fare, 

Says, Wells  me  on  your  bonny  face; 
With  bobbing, Willy's  {hanks  are  fair, 

And  I'm  come  out  to  fill  his  place. 

Bridegroom, £he  fays, you  11  fpoil  the  dance, 
And  at  the  ring  you'll  ay  be  lag, 

Unlefs  like  Willy  ye  advance; 
(Oi  Willy  has  a  wanton  leg-.) 

For  wi't  he  learns  us  a'  to  fteer, 
And  formaft  ay  bears  tip  the  ring: 

We  will  find  nae  fic  dancing  here, 
If  we  want  Willy's  wanton  flim 


Jampin  John. 


_  J 

138  Her  Daddie  forbad,  her  Minnie  forbad,  For. bidden  fhe 


A  cow  and  a  cauf,  a  yowe  and  a  hauf , 
And  thretty  gi?de  fhillins  and  three; 

A  vera  gude  tocher,  a  cotter-man*  dochter, 
The  lafs  wi'  the  bonie  black  e'e. 
The  lang  lad  &c. 


Hap  me  wi  thy  Petticoat. 


Slowifh 


My  ravifh'd  fancy  in  amaze 

Still  wanders  o'er  thy  charms, 
Delufive  dreamt  ten  thoufand  ways 

Prefent  thee  to  my  arms. 
But  waking  think  what  I  endure* 

While  cruel  you  decline 
Thofe  pleafures,  which  alone  can  cure 

This  panting  breaft  of  mine. 

I  faint,  I  fail,  I  wildly  rove, 

Becaufe  you  ftili  deny 
TV  juft  reward  that's  due  to  love, 

And  let  true  paffion  die. 


Oh!  turn,  and  let  compaffion  fei/.e 
That  lovely  breaft  of  thine; 

Thy  petticoat  could  give  me  cafe, 
If  thou  and  it  were  mine. 

Sure,  Heaven  has  fitted  for  delight 

That  beauteous  form  of  thinr. 
And  thourt  too  good  its  law  to  flight. 

By  hindVing  the  defign. 
May  all  the  powers  of  love  agrer. 

At  length  to  make  thee  mine; 
Or  loofe  my  chains,  and  fet  me  frcr 

From  evYy  charm  of  thine . 
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Up  in  the  Morning  Early. 


HO  ^Cauld  klawa  *frc  w^n"  ^r^e  ea^t°Jvcfi^  The  drift  is  driving 


Lively 


/*-  fairly 

J  '  w 

;  Sae  loud  aT 

id  fhii's 

1 

flea 

r  the  blaft,  I'm 

j    ['■!,■    J  J- 

fure  its  win  ter 

fT  r  v.r.'rcr'i^ 

Up  in  the  mornings  no  for  me, Up 


in  the  morning  earlyjWll 


The  birds,  fit  cluttering  in  the  thorn, 
i    v  A'  day-  they  fare,  but  fparelyj 

And  lang's  the  night  frae  e'en  to  morn, 
1m  fure  it's  winter  feirly.  v 

dp  in  the  morning's, &c.  Z 
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Mourn,haplefs  Ca_le_do_m_a,  mourn,Thy  banifticl  peace,  thj 


QT'icrrrircrcf 


laurels    torn!  Thy  fons,  for  valour  long  renown'd,  Lie  {laughter'd 
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The  wretched  owner  fees,  afar, 
His  all  become  the  prey  of  war; 
Bethinks  him  ©f  his  babes  and  wife, 
Then  fmites  his  breaft,  and  curfes  life. 
Thy  fwains  are  familh'd  on  the  rocks, 
Where  once  they  fed  their  wanton  flocks: 
Thy  ravifh'd  virgins  fliriek  in  vain; 
Thy  infants  perifh  on  the  plain . 

What  boots  it  then,  in  ev'ry  clime, 
Thro'  the  wide-fpreading  wafte  of  time, 
Thy  martial  glory,  crown  cl  with  praife,  / 
Still  (hone  with  undiminilh'd  blaze; 
Thy  tow'ring  fpirft  now  is  broke,  ^ 
Thy  neck  is  bended  to  the  yoke : 
What  foreign  arms  could  never  quell, 
By  civil  rage,  and  rancour  fell. 

The  rural  pipe  and  merry  lay 
No  more  (hall  cheer  the  happy  day: 
No  focial  fcenes  of  gay  delight 
Beguile  the  dreary  winter  night: 
No  ftrains,  but  thofe  of  forrow,  flow, 
And  nought  be  heard  but  founds  of  woe, 
While  the  pale  phantoms  of  the  flain 
Glide  nightly  o'er  the  filent  plain. 


Oh  baneful  caufe,oh  fatal  morn, 
Accurs'd  to  ages  yet  unborn! 
The  fons  againft  their  fathers  ftood; 
The  parent  fhed  his  children's  blood. 
Yet,  when  the  rage  of  battle  ceas'd, 
The  victors  foul  was  hot  appeas'd: 
The  naked  and  forlorn  muft  feel 
Devouring  flames,  and  murd  ring  ft  eel! 

The  pious  mother  doom'd  to  death, 
Forfaken,  wanders  o'er  the  heath, 
The  bleak  wind  whittles  round  her  head. 
Her  helplefs  orphans  cry  for  bread; 
Bereft  of  fhelter,  food,  and  friend, 
She  views  the  (hades  of  night  defcend, 
And,ftretch'd  beneath th'  inclement  Ikies, 
Weeps  o'er  her  tender  babes, and  dies. 

Whilft  the  warm  blood  bedews  my  veins, 
And  unimpair'd  remembrance  reigns, 
Refentment  of  my  country's  fete 
Within  my  filial  breaft  (hall  beat; 
And,  fpite  of  her  infulting  roe, 
My  fvmpathizing  verfe  fhall  flow  : 
"Mourn,haplefs  Caledonia,  mourn 
"Thybanifh'd  peage,  thy  laurels  torn!" 
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Where  winding  Forth  adorns  the  vale. 

Tune,  Cumbernauld-lioufe, 


Yet  nipping  Winters  keeneft  reign 

But  for  a  ihort-liv'd  fpace  prevails; 
Spring- time  returns,  and  chears  each  (wain, 

Scented  with  Flora's  fragrant  gales. 
Come,  Julia,  come,  thy  love  obey, 

Thou,  raiftrefs  of  angelic  charms, 
Gome  fmiling  like  the  morn  of  May, 

And  center  in  thy  Strephon's  arms. 


Elfe,  haunted  by  the  fiend  defpair, 

He'll  court  fome  folitary  grove,  . 
Where  mortal  foot  did  ne'er  repair. 

But  fwains  opprefs'd  with  haplefslo 
From  the  once  pleafing  rural  throng 

Remov'd,  he'll  bend  his  lonely  way, 
Where  Philomela's  mournful  fong 

Shall  join  his  melancholy  lay. 


-turn  him  fafe  to  fair  Strathfpey,  And  bonie  Caftle  Gordon! 


i 


i 


The  trees  now  naked  groaning, 

Shall  foon  wi*  leaves  be  hinging* 
The  birdies  dowie  moaning, 

Shall  a'  be  blythely  Tinging, 
And*  every  flower  be  fpringing* 
Cho?  Sae  1*11  rejoice  the  iee  -lang  day, 
When  by  his  mighty*  Warden 
My  youth's  return'd  to  fair  Strathfpey, 
And  bonie  Caftle -Gordon. 


Duf-ty     was      the     coat,£sDuf  _  ty    Was     the  col 


our, 


Hey,  the  dufty  Miller, 
And  his  dufty  fack; 
Lee/.e  me  on  the  calling 
i       Fills  the  dufty  peck: 


Fills  the  dufty  peck, 
Brings  the  dufty  filler; 

I  wad  gie  my  coatie 
For  the  dufty  Miller. 


,         •  •         •         •         •         •  •         •        •         .         •         •        •         ,        •         •«,  * 

The  Wedding-day. 


Lively 


n.!1  'Ji'r.i 


mm. 


heart  full  of  love,  and  a  vapourifh  head,To  wing  the  dull  hours, &  his! 

i     i   1 1   i  1 1  -i--^ 
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Continued. 


Should  heaven  bid  my  wiflies  with  freedom  implore 
One  blife  for  the  anguifh  I  fuffer'd  before, 
For  Jefsy,  dear  Jefsy  alone  would  I  pray, 
And  grafp  my  whole  wifh  on  my  wedding-day. 

Blefs'd  be  th*  approach  of  my  wedding- day! 

Hail  my  dear  nymph  and  my  wedding- day! 

Earth,£mile  more  verdant,  and  heaven  fhine  more  gay! 

For  happinefs  dawns  with  my  wedding-day. 

But  Luna,  who  equally  fovereign  prefides 
O'er  the  hearts  of  the  Ladies,  and  flow  of  the  tides, 
Unhappily  changing,  foon  chang'd  his  wife's  mind : 
O  Fate,  could  a  wife  prove  fo  conftant  and  kind  1 

Why,  was  I  born  to  a  wedding-day!  .... 

Curs 'd,  ever  curs'd  be  my  wedding-day! 

Colin,  poor  Colin  thus  changes  his  lay, 

And  dates  all  his  plagues  from  his  wedding- day. 

Ye  Batchelors,  warn'd  by  the  Shepherds  diftrefs, 
Be  taught  from  your  freedom  to  meafure  your  blifg, 
Nor  fall  to  the  witchcraft  of  beauty  a  prey, 
And  blaft  all  your  joys  on  a  wedding-day. 
Horns  are  the  gift  of  a  wedding-day, 
Want  and  a  Scold  crown  a  wedding-  day, 
Happy  the  gallant,  who  wife  when  he  may, 
Prefers  a  ftout  rope  to  a  wedding-day. 
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Very  Slow 


By  a    failing,  chryf-jal    ftream:     Straight  the  fky 


black  and  darmg;  Thro*  the  woods  the  whirlwinds  rave;  Trees  witfi  aged 

arms  were  war_ring,  O'er  the  fwelling,  drumlie  wave 


Such  was  ray         deceitful  morning. 

Such  the  pieaiusv*  I  enjoyH; 
But  lang  Of  root*,  loud  tempeftt  ftorming 

A'  my  flowery  hlds  deftroy'd . 
Tho*  fickle  Fortune  has  deceir<|  me, 

She  promised  fair,  and  perform'd  but  ill; 
Of  mony  a  joy  and  hope  bereava*  me, 

I  bear  a  heart  Giall  fupport  me  ft  ill. 


X 


I,  who  am  fore  opprefs'd  with  Love. 

Tune,  Lovely  lafs  of  Monorgon. 


part 


At  once  with  you  and  with  my  heart;  For  do  you  think  my 


heart  can  ftay  Be -hind,  when  you   are  gone  a «  way 


No,  no,  my  dear,  whene'er  we  part, 
Take  with  you  my  poor  bleeding  heart; 
But  ufe  it  kindly,  for  you  know 
How  much  it  lov'd  you  long  ago: 
You  know  to  what  a  great  degree, 
Sighing  for  you,  it  wafted  me, 
When  one  fweet  kifs  could  well  repay 
My  pains  and  troubles  all  the  day. 


A  Cock  Laird,  fa*  cadgir 


148  "C'        A    Cock    laird,  fu'  cadg-ie.  With    Jen  .  ny  did 


meet,  He   haws'd    her,  lie    kifs'd  her,  And   ca'd     her  his 


If  I  gang  alang  wi-  ye, 

Ye  mauna  fail 
To  feaft  me  with  cad  dels 

And  good  hackit  -kail. 
The  deil's  in  your  nicety, 

Jenny,  quoth  he, 
Mayna  bannocks  of  bear-meal 

Be  as  good  for  thee. 

And  I  maun  hae  pinners 

With  pearling  fet  round, 
A  fkirt  of  puddy, 

And  a  waiftcoat  of  brown, 
Awa  with  fick  vanities, 

Jenny,  quoth  he, 
For  kurchis  and  kirtlcs 

Are  fitter  for  thee. 


My  laird (hip  can  yield  me 

As  meikle  a  year, 
As  had  us  in  pottage 

And  good  knockit  beer; 
But  having  nae  tenants, 

O  Jenny,  Jenny, 
To  buy  ought  I  ne'er  have 

A  penny,  quoth  he. 

The  Borrowftoun  merchants 

Will  fell  you  on  tick, 
For  we  maun  hae  braw  things, 

Albeit  they  foud  break. 
When  broken,  frae  care 

The  fools  are  fet  free, 
When  we  male  them  lairds  - 

In  the  Abbey,  quoth  {he. 


Dan  can  Davifon. 


cad  him  Duncan  Davifon.     The  moor  was  driegh,and  Meg  was 

i   ^    Ji  f    i.  r 


As  o'er  the  moor  they  lightly  foor,        We  will  big  a  wee,  wee  houfe," 

A  burn  was  clear,  a  glen  was  green,  And  we  will  live  like  king  and  queen 
Upon  the  banks  they  easel  their  (hanks,  Sae  blythe  and  merry's  we  will  be. 

And  ay  (he  ftt  the  wheel  between:        When  ye  fet  by  the  wheel  at  e'en . 
But  Duncan  fwoor  a  haly  aith  A  man  may  drink  and  no  be  drunk  , 

That  Meg  (hould  be  a  bride  the  morn,    A  man  may  fight  and  no  be  flain  ; 
Then  Meg  took  up  her  fpinnin-graith,  A  man  may  kifs  a  bony  lafs, 

And  flang  them  a' out  o'er  the  burn.      And  ay  be  welcome  backagain. 
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Love  will  find  ont  the  way. 


over  tile  mountains,  And   over    the  waves,  Quite 


Slow 


Y        over        fountains,  And  under  the    graves;    O'er  flood s^hat  are 


Where  there  is  no  place 

For  the  glow-worm  to  lie; 
Where  there  is  no  /pace 

For  the  receipt  ol  a  fly; 
Where  the  midge  dare  not  venture, 

Left  herfelf  faft  {he  lay; 
But  if  love  come,  he  will  enter, 

And  foon  find  out  his  way. 

Tou  may  efteem  him 

A  child  in  his  force; 
Or  you  may  deem  him 

A  coward,  which  is  worfe: 
But  if  fhe,  whom  love  doth- honour, 

Be  conceal  cl  from  the  day, 
Set  a  thoufand  guards  upon  her, 

Love  will  find  out  the  way. 


Some  think  to  lofe  him, 

Which  is  too  unkind; 
And  fome  do  fuppofe  him, 

Poor  thing  to  be  blind; 
But  if  ne'er  fo  clofe  ye  wall  him, 

Do  the  beft  that  ye  may, 
Blind  love, if  fo  ye  call  him, 

He  will  find  out  the  way. 

You  may  train  the  eagle 

To  ftoop  to  your  fift; 
Or  you  may  inveigle 

The  Phoanix  of  the  eaft; 
The  Lionefs,ye  may  move  her 

To  give  o'er  her  prey, 
But  you'll  never  ftop  a  lover, 

He  will  find  out  his  way. 


For  ohi  that  form  fo  heavenly  fair, 
Thofe  languid  eyes  fo  (weedy  failing, 

That  artlefs  blufli,  and  modeft  air, 
So  fatally  beguiling! 

Thy  every  look,  and  every  grace, 
So  charm  whene'er  I  view  thee; 


Till  death  o'ertake  me  in  the  chace. 
Still  will  my  hopes  purfue  thee. 

Then  when  my  tediouj  hours  are  paft, 
Be  this  laft  blefeing  given, 

Low  at  thy  feet  to  bretfhe  my  laft, 
And  die  in  fight  of  Heaven! 


My  love  has  forfaken  me 


But  the  rot  may  come  amongft  them,  A  thief  will  but  rob  me, 
And  they  may  all  die;  Take  all  that  I  have 


And  then  he'll  be  forfaken, 
Ay,  as  M/eei  as  i. 

Whether  I  get  him,  &c. 

M<  cting  is  a  pleafure, 
And  parting's  a  grief, 

^nd  an  inconftatit  lover 
Is  worfe  than  a  thief. 
Whether  I  get  him,  &c. 


But  an  inconftant  lover 

Will  bring  me  to  my  grave" 
-   Whether  I  get  him,  &c. 

The  grave  it  will  rot  me, 
And  bring  me  to  duft; 

An  inconftant  lover 

No  woman  fhould  truft. 
Whether  I  e;et  him,  kc. 


Altho'  the  Heavens  her  heart  have  made 

.  Infenfible  of  care. 
Yet  will  I  ga/e,  nor  hope  for  aid, 

But  gazing  I  defpair^ 
Then  tell  me,  ye  who  read  the  flkies, 

The  myftery  difclofe, 
Why,  for  the  pleafure  of  my  eyes 

I  forfeit  my  repofe. 


I 


TW    the  Wood,  Laddie, 
fr 


That  I  am  tbrfaken,  {bine  fpare  na   to  tell: 
I'm  fa£h'd  wi'  their  fcorning, 
Baith  evening  and  morning: 
Their  jeering  gaes  aft  to  my  heart  wi'  a  knell, 
When  thro'  the  wood,  laddie,  I  wander  mvfell. 

Then  ftay,  my  dear  Sandy,  nae  langer  away, 

But  quick  as  an  arrow, 

Hafte  here  to  thy  marrow, 
Wha's  living  in  langour  till  that  happy  day, 
When  thro5  the  wood,  lacfdie,  we'll  dance,  fing  and  plav. 


The  Original  words  of  Thro'  the  Wood,  Laddie. 

As  Philermon  and  Phillis  together  did  walk, 
To  the  woods  they  did  wander- To  the  woods  they  did  wander 
As  Philermon  and  Phillis  together  did  walk, 
To  the  woods  they  did  wander,  together  did  talk. 
O  could  you, Philermon,  this  foreft'.  fbrfake, 
And  leave  off  to  wander,- And  leave  off  to  wander, 
O  could  you,  Philermon,  this  foreft*  fbrfake, 
And  leave  off  to  wander,  For  Phillis*  8  fake  ? 

If  I  this  fine  foreft.  and  woods  fhould  give  o'er. 
And  leave  off  to  wander  -  And  leave  off  to  wander, 
If  I  this  fine  foreft    and  woods  fliould  give  o'er, 
And  leave  off  to  wander,  'Tis  thee  I  adore. 
Juft  as  they  were  talking,  a  Boy  they  efpyd, 
With  a  bow  and  a  quiver-  With  a  bow  and  a  quiver, 
Juft  as  they  were  talking,  a  Boy  they  efpy'd. 
With  a  bow  and  a  quiver-  his  arrows  fait  ty'd. 

Young  (hepherd!  faid  he^To  thee  I  am  fent, 
From  Venus  my  mother  -  From  Venus  my  mother, 
Young  fhepherd  1  faid  he, to  thee  I  am  fent, 
From  Venus  my  mother  -  Thy  breaft  to  torment: 
With  a  bow  ready  bended,  and  a  thundering  dart, 
Philermon  was  wounded  -  Philermon  was  wounded, 
With  a  bow  ready  bended,  and  a  thundering  dart, 
Philermon  was  wounded  -  quite  thoro'  the  heart . 

The  Blind  Boy  in  triumph  went  fporting  away, 
And  left  poor  Philermon-  And  left  poor  Philermon, 
The  Blind  Boy  in  triumph  went  fporting  away, 
And  left  poor  Philermon-  a  victim  and  prey: 
But  the  Nymph,  with  more  pity,  did  whifper  him  foft, 
A  cure  I  will  tender  -  A  cure  I  will  tender, 

But  the  Nvmph,  with  more  pity,  did  whifper  him  foft, 
A  cure  I  will  tender-  Let  the  Boy  fly  aloft. 

She  kifs'd  and  embrae'd  him,  and  foothed  his  pain; 

For  Phillis  was  loving-  For  Phillis  was  loving, 

She  kifs'd  and  embrae'd  him,  and  foothed  his  pain, 
For  Phillis  was  loving-  And  loved  again i 
Then,  down  in  yon  meadow,  there  ciiaftiy  we'll  ftay, 

Thou  Queen  of  my  fancy -Thou  Queen  of  my  fancy - 
Then,  down  in  yon  meadow,  there  chaftly  we'll  ftay, 
Thou  Queen  of  my  fancy,  I'll  embrace  thee  alway. 

The  beech  and  the  hazel  our  covering  (hall  be. 

No  canopy  like  them  -  no  canopy  like  them  - 

The  beech  and  the  hazel  our  covering  (hall  be, 
No  canopy  like  them  -  While  fitting  by  thee: 
With  bracelets  of  rofes  thine  arms  I  will  deck; 

Gang  thro'  the  wood, laddie  -Gang  thro'  the  wood,  laddie 
With  bracelets  of  rofes  thine  arms  I  will  deck; 
Gang  thro'   the  wood, laddie  -  I'll  (how  my  refpect. 


Curs'd  be  the  hand  that  (hot  the  fliot,  O  Helen  chafte,  thourt  now  at  reft, 
And  curs'd  the  gun  that  gave  the  crack!  If  I  were  with  thee  I  were  bleft,  • 
Into  my  arms  bird  Helen  lap,  Where  thou  liea  low,  and  takes  thyrel 

And  died  for  fake  o'  me!  On  fair  Kirkconnel  lee. 

0  think  ria  ye  but  my  heart  was  fair; 

My  love  fell  down,  and  fpake  nae  mair;  I  wifh  my  grave  was  growing  green,  \ 
There  did  fhe  fwoon  wi' roeikle  care,   A  winding  ftieet  put  o'er  my  een,  I 
On  fair  Kirkconnel  lee.  And  I  in  Helen's  arms  lying 

In  fair  Kirkconnel  lee! 

1  lighted  down',  my  (word  did  draw,    I  wifli  I  were  where  Helen  lies! 

I  cutted  him  in  pieces  fma',  Night  and  day  on  me  fhe  cries: 

i  cutted  him  in  pieces  fma',  O  that  I  were  where  Helen  lies, 

On  fair  Kirkconnel  lee.  On  fair  Kirkconnel  leei 


Theniel  Menzies  bonie  Mary. 
.  *  Tune, Ruffians  Rant. 
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\&6  *n  com*ng  hy  the  brig  o'  Dye,  At  Darlet  we  a  blink  did 


Lively  but  not 


L  L,  f  r  ■  r 

lot  too  felt 


|      tarry;  As  day  was  dawin  in  the  fky,  We  drank  a  health  to  bonie  Mary 


i  1  f  f  1  f  f  1  i    i  'i  i 


j.jt.m%ij./  r,-N*p* 

Mary,  ~ 


Theniel  Menzies'  bonie  Mary,  Theniel  Menzies'  bonie  Mary,  Charlie 


r  r  1  r  r 1  r  -f  1  r  r 1 r 


Pi 

idie,  Kifsi 


Grigor  tint  his  plaidie,  Kifsin  Theniel's  bonie  Mary. 


Ml    Ml  I 


Her  een  lae  bright,  her  brow  fae  white,    We  lap  and  daricci  the  lee-lang  day, 


Till  Piper  lads  were  wae  and  weary 
But  Charlie  gat  the  fpring  to  pay 
For  kifsin  Thenielis  bonie  Mary. 
ThenielMenzies'  &c. 


Her  haffet  locks  as  brown's  a  berry; 
And  ay  theydimpl't  wi'  a  fmile, 
The  rofy  cheeks  o'  bonie  Mary. 
Theniel  Menzies!  &c. 

To  the,  foregoing  Tune. 
A*  the  lads  o'  Thornie-bank 

When  they  gae  to  the  Chore  o*  Bucky,  Her  houfe  fae  bien,her  curch  fae  clean, 
They'll  ftep  in  and  tak  a  pint  I  ^       {b  a  dain1y  Chuckie! 


Wi'  Lady  Onlie,  honeft  lucky 
Cho.  Lady  Onlie,  honeft  lucky, 
Brews  gude  ale  at  (hore  o'  Bucky; 
I  wifh'her  fale  for  her  gude  ale, 
The  beft  on  a'  the  fhore  o'  Bucky. 


And  cheary  blinks  the  ingle  glt  cde 
O'Lady  Onlie,  honeft  lucky. 
Cho?  Lady  Onlie,  fcc. 
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The  Banks  of  the  Devon. 

Tune,Bhannerach  dhon  na  chr 


-^Sfc      How    p'eafant  the  banke  of  the  clear- winding  Devon,  Y$ 


Slow 


r  r  oj 


O  fpare  the  dear  blofsom,ye  orient  breezes, 

With  chill,  hoary-  wing  as  ye  ulher  the  dawn! 
And  far  be  thou  diftant,  thou  reptile  that  feizeft 

The  verdure  and  pride  of  the  garden  or  lawn! 
Let  Bourbon  exult  in  his  gay,  gilded  Lillies, 

And  England  triumphant  difplar  her  proud  Rofe; 
A  fairer  than  either  adorns  the  green  vallies 

Where  Devon,  (wcet  Devon, meandering  flows. 


B 


Waly,  Walj. 


m 


walpbyyon  river  fide,  Where  I  and  my  love   wont  to  gaei  O 


waly,  waly,  love  is  bonny,  A  little  while  when  it    ie    new,  Bat 


I  leant  my  back  onto  an  aik, 

I  thought  it  was  a  trufty  tree; 
But  firft  it  bow'd,and  §ne  it  brak, 

And  fae  did  my  faufe  love  to  me. 
When  cockle-ftiells  turn  filler  bells, 

And  muffels  grow  on  ev'ry  tree; 
When  fro  ft  and  fnaw  Chall  warm  us  a\ 

Then  (hall  my  love  prove  true  to  me. 


Tis  not  the  fro  ft  that  freezes  fell, 

Nor  blawing  fnaw's  inclemency; 
Tis  not  fie  cauld  that  makes  me  cry; 

But  my  love's  heart  grown  cauld  to  nu 
When  we  came  in  by  Glafgow  town, 

We  we.re  a  comely  fight  to  fee; 
My  love  was  cled  in  velvet  blacks 

And  I  nryfel  in  cramafie. 


Now  Arthurs  feat  Chall  be  my  bed,  But  had  I  wift  before  1  kifs'd 

The  fheets  (hall  ne'er  be  fyl'd  by  me,     That  love  had  been  fae  it!  io  win; 

Saint  Anton's  well  (ball  be  my  drink,  I'd  lockt  my  heart  in  a  cafe  of  gold, 

Since  my  true-love's  forfaken  me.         Artd  pin'd  it  with  a  filver  pin. 

0  Mart'mas  wind,  when  wilt  thou  blow,  Oh,  oh!  if  my  young  babe  were  born, 

And  fhake  the  green  leaves  off  the  tree!   And  fet  upon  the  nurfe's  knee; 

0 gentle  death,  when  wilt  thou  come  And  I  myfel  were  dead  and  gane; 

And  tak  a  life  that  wearies  me!  For  maid  again  I'll  never  l»<  . 


He  drank  of  the  burn, 

Arid  he  ate  frae  the  tree, 
Himfelf  he  enjoy  cl, 

And  frae  trouble  was  free: 
He  wifh'd  for  no  nymph, 

Tho'  never  fae  fair, 
Had  nae  love  nor  ambition, 

And  therefore  no  care. 

But  as  he  lay  thus 

In  an  ev'ning  fae  clear, 
A  heav'nly  fweet  voice 

Sounded  faft  in  his  ear; 
Which  came  frae  a  (hady 

Green  neighbouring  grove, 
Where  bonny  Amynta 

Sat  finging  of  love. 

He  wander 'd  that  way, 

And  found  wha  was  there; 

Hr  was  quite  confounded 
To  fee  her  fae  fair: 


He  ftood  like  a  ftatue, 
Not  a  foot  cou'd  he  move, 

Nor  knew  he  what  griev'd  him; 
But  he  fear*d  it  was  love. 

The  nymph  fhe  beheld  him 
With  a  kind  modeft  grace, 

Seeing  fomething  that  pleas 'd  ht 
Appear  in  his  face; 

With  blufhing  a  little, 
She  to  him  did  fay, 

0  fhepherd,what  want  ye, 
How  came  you  this  way? 

His  fpirits,  reviving, 
The  fwain  to  her  faid, 

1  was  ne'er  fae  fur  pi:  is  cl 
At  the  fight  of  a  maid; 

Until  I  beheld  thee, 
From  love  I  was  free; 

But  now  I'm  ta'en  captive, 
My  faireft,  by  thee. 


I 


gird,  m     o't,   Wae     gae by      }~ou,    Dun.  can  Grav, 


w 


'  l  i  i  n»  fit  i  rl  y 

Ha,    Ha    the   gird -in  o't;      When      a*     the    lave  gae 


to   their  play,  Then   I   maun  fit     the    lee    lang    day,  And 


m 


Bonie  was  the  lammas  moon, 

Ha,  ha  the  girdin  o't; 
Glowrin  a'  the  hills  aboon, 

Ha,  ha  the  girdin  o't; 
The  girdin  brak,  the  beaft  cam  down, 
I  tint  my  curch  arid  baith  my  fhoon, 
And  Duncan, ye' re  an  unco  loun; 

Wae  on  the  bad  girdin  o't. 


But  Duncan, gin  ye'll  keep  your  aith, 

Ha,  ha  the  girdin  o't, 
I'fe  blefs  you  wi'  my  hindmoft  breath, 

Ha,  ha  the  girdin  o't; 
Duncan,gin  ye'll  keep  your  aith, 
The  beaft  again  can  bear  us  baith, 
And  auld  Mefs  John  will  mend  the 

And  clout  the  bad  eirdino't.  f?kaith, 
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Dumbarton's  Drams 


of  my  dear  Johny  0.  How  happy  am  I  When  my  foldier  is  by,While  he 


mm 


khTes  and  bleffes  his  Annie  O.   'Tis  a   foldier  alone  can  delight  me 


'i  U  i| 


6    56  6 


<         fear  no  wars  alarms,  Neither 

■J  K — E  ■  J — J-1 

danger  nor  death  fhall  e'er 

fright  me  < 

6 

1 

6  IT 

My  love  is  a  handfome  laddie  O: 
Genteel,  but  ne'er  foppifh  nor  gaudy  O: 
Tho'  commiffions  are  dear, 
Yet  I'll  buy  him  one  this  year; 
For  he  (hall  ferve  no  longer  a  cadie  O. 
A  foldier  has  honour  and  bravery  O, 
Unacquainted  with  rogues  &  their  knavery  O 
He  minds  no  other  thing 
But  the  ladies  or  the  king: 
For  every  other  care  is  but  flavery  O. 


Then  Til  be  the  captains  lady  O: 
Farewell  all  my  friends  and  my  daddy  ( 
I'll  wait  no  more  at  home, 
But  I'll  follow  with  the  drum, 
And  whene'er  that  beats  Fll  be  ready  Cj 
Dumbarton's  drums  found  bonny  O, 
They  are  fprightly  like  my  dear  Johny- (! 
How  happy  (hall  I  be, 
When  on  my  foldier's  knee, 
And  he  kiffes  and  bleffes  his  Annie  (| 


Canld  Kail  in  Aberdeen. 


ro 


gie;  Gin  I  hac  but  X  bony  lafs,  Ye're  welcome  to  your  Cogie.  And 


Mr  ii  'i1  p£p 


In  Cotillons  the  French  excel; 
John  Bull,  in  Countra-cfances; 
The  Spaniards  dance  Fandangos  well. 
Mynheer  an  All'  mande  prances: 
In  Fourfom©  Reels  the  Scots  delight, 
The  Threefome  maift  dance  wondrous  - 
ButTwafome  ding  a' out  o'  fight,  (light; 
Danc'd  to  the  Reel  of  Bogie. 

Come,  Lads,  and  riew  your  Partners  well 
Wide  each  a  blythfome  Rogie; 
I'll  tak  this  Lafsie  to  myfel, 
[She  feems  fae  keen  and  vogies 
How,  Piper  lad,  bang  up  the  Spring; 
The  Countra  fafhion  is  the  thing, 
To  prie  their  mou's  e're  we  begin 
To  dance  the  Reel  of  Bogie. 


Now  ilka  lad  has  got  a  lafs, 
Save  yon  auld  doited  Fogie, 
And  ta'en  a  fling  upo'  the  grafs, 
As  they  do  in  Stra'bogie. 
But  a'  the  lafees  took  fae  fain, 
We  canna  think  ourfel's  to  hain: 
For  they  maun  hae  their  Come  again, 
To  dance  the  Reel  of  Bogie. 

Now  a*  the  lads  hae  done  their  beft, 
Like  true  men  of  Stra'bogie; 
We'll  ftop  a  while  and  tak  a  reft, 
And  tipple  out  a  Cogie: 
Come  now,  my  lads,&  tak  yourglafs, 
And  try  ilk  Other,  to  furpafs, 
In  wilhing  health  to  every  lafs 
To  dance  the  Reel  of  Bo^it 


No  cruel  fair  (hall  ever  move 
Mv  injur'd  heart  again  to  love, 
ring  fhowQie  left  me  Ohi      TW  diftant  climates  I  muft  rove, 

Since  Jeanie  fhe  has  left  me,  OJ 
Ye  pow'rs  above,  I  to  >our  care 
Commit  my  lovely,  charming  fair, 
Your  choiceft  blefsings  on  her  fhai 
Tho'  fhe's  for  ever  left  me,  Oh! 


Katharine  Ogie. 


164  ^  ^8   talking  forth  to  vhyr  the  plain,  lTp-On  a  morning 


Slow 


Continued. 


ear.  ly,  While  Mays  fweet  fcent  did    chear  my   brain,  From 


I  flood  a  while,  and  did  admire, 

To  ffe  a  nymph  fo  ftately; 
80  brifk  an  air  there  did  appear, 

In  a  country- maid  fo  neatlv  : 
Such  natural  fweetnefs  (he  difplay'd, 

Like  a  lillie  in  a  bogie; 
Diana's  felf  was  ne'er  array 'd 

I. ike  this  fame  Katharine  Ogie. 

Thou  flowr  of  females, Beautys  queen. 

Who  fees  thee  fure  muft  prize  thee; 
Though  thou  art  dreft  in  robes  but  mean, 

Yet  thefe  cannot  difguiie  thee; 
Thy  handfome  air  and  graceful  look, 

Far  exceUs  any  clownifh  rogie; 
Thou'rt  match  for  laird, or  lord, or  duke, 

My  charming  Katharine  Ogie. 

O  were  I  but  a  fhepherd  (wain, 
To  feed  my  flock  befide  thee; 

At  boughting  time  to  leave  the  plain, 
In  milking  to  abide  theei 


I'd  think  myfelf  a  happier  man, 
With  Kate,  my  club,  and  dogie, 

Than  he  that  hugs  his  thoufands  ten. 
Had  I  but  Katharine  Ogie. 

Then  I'd  defpife  th'  imperial  throne, 

And  ftatefmen'8  dangerous  ftations-. 
I'd  be  no  king,  I'd  wear  no  crown, 

I'd  fmile  at  conqu'ring  nations: 
Might  I  carefs  and  ftill  poffefs 

This  lafs  of  whom  I'm  vogie; 
For  thefe  are  toys,  and  ftill  look  lefs, 

Compar'd  with  Katharine  Ogie. 

But  I  fear  the  gods  have  not  decreed 

For  me  fo  fine  a  creature, 
Whofe  beauty  rare  makes  her  exceed 

Allother  works  in  nature, 
riouds  of  defpair  furround  my  love* 

That  are  both  dark  and  foggv  : 
Pit\  my  cafe,  ye  powers  .<bo\e, 

Fife  I  die  for  Katharine  Oe  < 
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The  Ploagh  man . 


upwj't  a',  my  Ploughman  lad,  And  hey,  my  merTy  PlOughman;0 


a'  the  trades  that  I  do  ken,  Commend  me  to  the  Ploughman 


My  Ploughman  he  comes  hame  at  e  cn, 
He's  aften  wat  and  weary: 

Caft  off  the  wat,  put  on  the  dry, 
And  gae  to  bed,  my  Dearie. 
Up  wi't  a*  &c. 

I  will  wafh  my  Ploughman's  hofe, 
And  I  will  drefs  his  o'erlay; 

I  will  mak  my  Ploughman's  bed, 
And  chear  him  late  and  early.  ' 
Up  wi't  a'  &c. 


I  hae  been  eaft,  I  hae  been  weft, 
I  hae  been  at  Saint  Johnston, 

The  bonieft  fight  that  e'er  I  faw 
Was  th'  Ploughman  laddie  dancin, 
Up  wi't  a'  fcc.  . 

Snaw-white  ftockins  on  his  legs, 
And  filler  buckles  glancin; 

A  gude  blue  bannet  on  his  head, 
And  O  but  he  was  handfomel , 
Up  wi't  a'  &c. 


Commend  me  to  the  Barn  yard, 
And  the  Corn-mou,  man; 

I  never  gat  my  Coggie  fou 
Till  I  met  wi' the  Ploughman 
I  Up  wi't  a'  &c. 


Tune,  Here's  a  Health  to  my  true  love,  8Cc. 


minion  of     fortune,  no    pageant    of         ftate,  Stall  e-ver 


Let  rakes  in  a  paramour's  love  acquiefce, 
Or  jealoufies  ftifle,  in  noily  excefs, 

Such  pleafures  I  court  as  my  foul  can  review, 
Nor  tumults  attend,  nor  compunctions  purfue. 

Their  perfonal  graces  let  fops  idoli/e, 

Whole  life  is  Dut  death  in  a  fplendid  difguife; 

But  foon  the  pale  ty  rant  his  right  (nail  relume, 
And  all  their  falfe  lufture  be  hid  in  the  tomb. 

Let  the  meteor  difcovery  attract  the  fond  fage, 
In  fruitlefs  refearches  for  life  to  engage, 

Content  with  my  portion  the  reft  I  forgo, 
Nor  labour  to  gain  dVfappofntment  and  woe. 

Contemptibly  fond  of  contemptible  felf, 
While  mifers  their  nifties  concenter  in  pelf, 

Let  the  godlike  delight  of  imparting  be  mine; 
Enjoyment  reflected,  is  pleafure  atvine. 

Extenfive  dominion  and  abfolute  power. 
May  tickle  ambition  perhaps  for  an  hour, 

But  power  in  porTofllon,  foon  lofts,  its  charms, 
While  confcience  remonftrales,  and  terror  alarms. 

With  vigour,  O  teach  me,  kind  heaven, to  fuftain, 
Thofe  ills  which  in  lire  to  be  fuffcr'd  remain; 

And,  when  *tis  allowcl  me  the  goal  to  dtfery, 
For-  my  (pecies*  I  liv'd,  for  my  felf  lei  me  oV. 


D 


Hey,  Jenny,  come  down  to  Jock 


Jenny  file  gaed  up  the  (tair, 

Sae  privily  to  change  her  fmock; 

And  ay  fae  loud  as  her  mither  did  rair, 
Hey,  Jenny,  come  down  to  Jock. 


Jenny  tocher  mither  did  fay, 
O  mither,  fetch  us  fome  gude  meal 

A  piece  of  the  butter  was  kirnd  the  <\% 
That  Jocky  and  I  thegither  may  eat| 


Jenny  (he  came  down  the  ftair,  Jocky  unto  Jenny  did  fay, 

And  fhe  came  bobbin  and  bekin  ben;  jimp^  Jenny,  my  dear,  I  want  nae  meat; 

Her  ftajs  they  were  lacU,&  her  waift  it  was     It  was  nae  for  meat  that  I  came  hen 
And  a  bra'  new-made  manco  gown.          But  a'  for  the  love  of  you,  Jenny,  myur 

Jocky  took  her  by  the  hand,  Then  Jocky  and  Jenny  were  led  to  the  be< 

O  Jenny,  can  ve  fancy  me?  And  Jocky  he  lay  neift  the  ftock; 

My  father  is  deao,&  has   left  me  fome  land,  And  five  or  fix  times  ere  break  of  ds 


And  bra'  houfes  twa  or  three; 

And  I  will  gie  them  a'  to  thee, 

A  haith,quo' Jenny,  I  fear  you  mock; 

Then  foul  fa'  me  gin  I  fcorn  thee; 
If  ye'll  be  my  Jenny,  111  be  your  Jock. 

Jenny  lookit,  and  fyne  (he  leugh, 
Ye  firft  maun  get  my  mither's  confent: 

A  weel,  good  wife,  and  nvllat  fay  ye? 
Quo'  flie,  Jock,  I'm  weel  content. 


He  afk'd  at  Jenny  how  (he  lik'd  Joel 

Quo'JennyDear  Jock,yougie  me  coimt 
I  blefe  my  mither  for  gieing  confen 

And  on  the  next  morning  before  the  i  rt : 
Our  Jenny  did  cry,  I  dearly  love  Jo»[;. 

Jenny  (he  gaed  up  the  gait,  I 
Wi*  a  green  gown  as  fide  as  her  fro<  k 

And  ay  fae  loud  as  her  mither  did  ra , 
Vow  firsi  has  nae  Jenny  got  Jock.  3 


*::*::f::&:*^ 


O'er  Bogie. 
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I     will  a wi*  ray  love,  I  will  a_wa  wi'  her;  Tho 


a'  my  kin  had  (Worn  and  (aid,  I    will  a«wa  wi'  her. 


If  I  can  get  bat  her  confent, 

I  dinna  care  a  ftrae; 
Tho'  ilka  ane  be-  difcontent, 

Awa'  wi'  her  Fll  gae. 
I'll  o'er  Bogie,  &c. 

For  now  (he's  miftrefs  of  my  heart, 

And  wordy  of  my  hand, 
And  well  I  wat  we  fhanna  part 

-For  filler  or  for  land. 
Fll  o'er  Bogie,  fee. 

Let  rakes  delight  to  fwear  and  drink, 
And  beaut  admire  fine  lace, 

But  my  chief  pleafore  is  to  blink 
On  Betty's  bonny  face . 
I'll  o'er  Bogie,  &c. 

There  a'  the  beauties  do  combine, 

Of  colour,  treats,  and  air, 
The  faul  that  (parkles  in  her  een 

Makes  her  a  jewel  rare. 
I'll  o'er  Bogie,  &c. 

Her  flowing  wit  gives  (hining  life 

To  a*  her  other  charms; 
How  blefs'd  I'll  be  when  {he's  my  wife, 

And  lock'd  up  in  mv  arms! 
I'll  o'er  Bogie,  &c.  ^ 


There  biythly  will  t  rant  and  fing, 
While  o'er  her  fweets  T  range, 

I'll  cr^,Your  humble  fervant,  King, 
Shame  fa'  them  that  wad  change. 
I'll  o'er  Bogie,  &c. 

A  kits  of  Betty-  and  a  fmile, 

Albeit  ye  wad  lay  down, 
The  right  ye  hae  to  Britain's  iff*, 

And  offer  me  ye'r  crown. 
I'll  o'er  Bogie,  &c. 

Same  Tone. 

WELL,  I  agree,  ye're  fure  of  me; 
Next  to  my  father  gae; 
Make  him  content  to  give  confent, 

He'll  hardly  fay  you  nay; 
For  you  have  what  he  wad  be  at, 
And  will  commend  you  weel, 
Since  parents  auld  think  love  grows  cauk 

Where  bairns  want  milk  and  meal. 
Should  he  deny,  I  care  na  by, 

He'd  contradict  in  vain, 
Tho'  a'  my  kin  had  faid  and  fworn, 

But  thee  I  will  have  nane: 
Then  never  range,  nor  learn  to  change 

Like  thefe  in  high  degree: 
And  if  ye  prove  mthful  in  love, 
You'll  find  nae  faut  in  me . 


Uf  f     K  | 

U  aff 

'  *     \       0  •  1 

wi'  wit,  and 

beauty  wi 

11   fade,  And 

bl 

oc 

>d    a  _  lane  is 

Gi'e  me  a  lafs  wi'  a  lump  of  land*  There's  meikle  good  love  in  bunds  k  I 

And  in  my  bofom  Til  hug  my  treafure;  And  filler  fegowds  a  fweet  complect|o 
Gin  I  had  ance  her  gear  in  my  hand,  For  beauty, and  wit,  and  virtue  in  raJ, 

Should  love  turn  dowf,  it  will  find  pleafure.  Have  tint  the  art  of  gaining  affectiJ : 
Laugh  on  wha  likes,  but  there's  my  hand,     Love  tips  his  arrows  with  wood  and  |(J 

1  hate  with  poortith,  tho'  bonny, to  meddle;  And  caftles, k  riggs,  k  rouiw  k  me&<\* 
Cn  lefs  they  bring  cafli,  or  a  lump  of  land ,    And  naething  can  catch  our  modern  fA 

Theyse  ne'er  get  me  to  dance  to  their  fidd  le.  But  well-tocher  d  laffes,  or  jointurd 

f  ^-widows. 


Hey  Tatti  Taiti; 


Cog  an  ye  were  ay  fou, 
Cog  an  ye  were  ay  fou, 
I  wad  fit  and  fing  to  yon, 
If  ye  were  ay  fou. 
Hey  tntti  &c 

,  Weel  may  we  a'  bei 
|  111  may  we  never  feei 
;  God  blefe  the  king 
And  the  companiei 
Hey  tutti  &c 

• .  (  

Same  Tune. 

HERE  is  to  the  king, Sir, 
Ye  ken  wha  I  mean,  Sir, 
And  to  every  honeft  man 
That  will  do't  again . 
Chorus . 
Kill  up  your  bumpers  high, 
We'll  drink  a'  your  barrels  d 
Out  upon  them,  fyi  fyl 
That  winna  dot  again. 


Here's  to  theChieftans 
Of  the  Scots  Highland  clans; 
They  hae  done  it  mair  than  ance, 
And  will  do't  again. 
Fill  up  &c. 

When  you  hear  the  trumpet-founds, 
Tutti  taiti  to  the  drum; 
Up  your  (words,  and  down  your  guns. 
And  to  the  louns  again. 
Fill  up  &c.  . 

Here  is  to  the  king  o'  Swedes , 
Frelh  laurels  crown  his  head! 
Bo*  on  every  fneaking  blade 
That  winna  do't  again! 
Fill  up  &c. 

But  to  »ak  a'  things  right,  now, 
He  that  drinks  maun  fight  too, 
To  fhew  his  heart's  upright  too, 
And  that  he'll  do't  again. 
Fill  up  fcc. 


T9 


The  joung  Laird  and  Edinburgh  Katy.. 


O  Katy,  wiltu'gang  wi'  me, 

And  leave  the  dinfome  town  a  while, 
The  blofsom  s  fprouting  frae  the  tree, 

And  a*  the  fimmer's  gawn  to  fniile; 
The  mavis,  nightingale,  and  lark, 

The  bleating  lambs  and  whittling  hind, 
li  ilka  dale, green  (haw,  and  park, 

Will  nourifh  health,  and  glad  ye'r  mind. 

Soon  as  the  clear  goodman  of  day 
Bends  his  morning  draught  of  dew, 

We'll  jrae  to  fome  burn-fide  and  play, 
And  gather  flow'rs  to  buflc  ye'r  brow; 


We'll  pou  the  daifies  on  the  green,  j  i 
The  lucken  gowans  frae  the  bog  1 

Between  hands  now  and  then  we'll  l<k 
And  fport  upo'  the  velvet  fog. 

There's  up  into  a  pleafant  glen, 

A  wee  piece  frae  my  father's  towi 
A  canny,  faft,  and  flowry  den, (bow  J 

Where  circling  birks  have  form'd  I  ? 
Whene'er  the  fun  grows  high  and  wsflfc 

We'll  to  that  caulerfhade  remove,^ 
There  will  I  lock  thee  in  my  arms  1 

And  love  and  kifs,  and  kifs  and  m- 


Katy's  Anfwer; 
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For  tho'  my  father  has  plenty 
Of  filler  and  pleitilhing  dainty, 
Yet  he's  unco  fweer 
To  twin  wi'  his  gear, 
And  fae  we  had  need  to  be  tenty 


Tutor  my  parents  wi' caution, 

Be  wylie  in  ilka  motion, 
Brag  weel  O*  yer  land, 
And  there's  my  leal  hand, 

Win  them,  Til  be  at  your  devotion . 


181 


173 


Raving  .winds  around  her  blowing. 

^  Tune,  M?  Grigor  of  Roro's  Lamenj 


J,   leaves  the  woodlands  ftrowing^By  a  river  ho arfely  roaring  I_fa 


O'er  the  Paft  too  fondly  wandering, 
On  the  hopelefs  Future  pondering, 
Chilly  Grief  my  life-blood  freezes, 
Fell  Defpair  my  fancy  fei/es. 
Life,  thou  foul  of  every  blefsing, 
Load  to  Mifery  moft  diftrelsing, 
Gladly  how  would  I  refign  thee, 
And  to  dark  Oblivion  join  theei 


B 


Ye  gods,  was  Strephons  picture  bleft.  \ 

5  r  f.     Tune,  14V1  of  Octob< 


d,Didft  thou  pre-fer    his  wand  ring  {hade? 


charming  maid,Didlt  thou  pre 


And  thou,  blefs'd  fbade,that  fweetly 
Lodg'd  fo  near  my  Chloe's  heart, 
For  me  the  tender  hour  improve, 
And  foftly  tell  how  dear  I  love . 
Ungrateful  thing!  it  fcorns  to  hear 
Its  wretched  mafter  s  ardent  prayer, 
Ingroffing  all  that  beautotis  heaven, 
That  Chloe,  lavifh  maid,  has  given, 

T  cannot  blame  thee;  were  I  lord 
Of  all  the  wealth  thefe  breafts  afford, 
Id  be  a  mifer  too,  nor  give 
An  alms  to  keep  a  god  alive. 


Ohi  fmile  not  thus,  my  lovely  fair, 
On  thefe  cold  looks  that  lifelefs  are  ; 
Prize  him  whofe  bofom  glows  with  fire, 
With  eager  love  and  foftdefire. 

'Tis  true,  thy  charms,  O  pow'rful  maid, 
To  life  can  bring  the  Glent  fhade: 
Thou  canft  furpafs  the  painter's  art. 
And  real  warmth  and  flarres  impart. 
But  ohi  it  ne'er  can  love  like  me, 
lever  lov'd  and  lov'd  but  theei 
Then,  charmer,  grant  my  fond  requf  ft. 
Say, Thou  canft  love,  and  mak<  me  b!«  f* 
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How  long  and  dreary  is  the  Night 


A  Galick  Air. 


Ttiorn,  Tiio    I    were    ne'er   fo    weary.   1     fleeplefs  lye  frae 


When  I  think  on  the  happy  days  How  flow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  hours! 

I  fpent  wi'  you,  my  dearie;  As  ye  were  wae  and  weary! 

And  now  what  lands  between  us  lie,  It  was  na  fae  ye  glinted  by, 

How  can  I  be  but  eeriel  When  I  was  wi*  my  dearie. 

And  now  what  lands,  &c.  It  was  na  fae  ye  glinted,  &c. 

Since  robbcl  of  all  that  charmd  my  views, 

^       h"      ^jfS^     J™1**  M*ft 'x^Hamilton 8  delighi 


176  "V^       Since  robbcl  of   all  that  charmcl  my  view,  Of  all 


Ye  vales,  which  to  the  rapture!  eye,  From  curfed  gold  T  trace  my  woe; 

Difclos'd  the  flowry  pride  of  may;        Could  I  this  fplendid  mifchief  bo&fr. 

Ye  circling  hills, Who(e  fummits  high  Nor  would  my  tears  unpitied  flow, 
Blulh'd  with  the  mornings  earlieftray;      Nor  would  my  fighs  in  air  be  loft. 
Where  heedlefs  oft,  how  far  I  ftray 'd, 

And  pleas 'd  my  ruin  to  purfue,  Ah!  when  a  mothers  cruel  care 
I  fung  my  dear,  my  cruel  maid;  Nurs'd  me  an  infant  on  the  breast. 

Adieu,  for  ever,  ah  adieu !  ,  Had  early  fate  furpri/'d  me  there. 

And  wrapt  me  in  eternal  reft;(b.  t 

Ye  dear  afsociates  of  my  breaft,(fwell;  Then  had  this  breaft  ne'er  learn'd  to 

{     Whofe  heartswith  fpeechlefs  forrow  And  tremble  with  unpitied  pain, 

i  And  thou, with  hoary  age  oppreft,  Nor  had  a  maids  relentlefs  hate, 
Dear  author  of  my  life,  far  ewe  1 .  Been,ev'n  in  death,  deplor'd  in  vain. 

For  me,  alasi  thy  fruitless  tears, 

Far,  far  remote  from  friends, and  home,  Oft,  in  the  pleafing  toils  of  love, 
Shall  blaft  thy  venerable  years,  Witn  ev'ry  winning  art  I  try'd 

And  bend  thee  pining  to  the  tomb.  To  catch  the  coyly  tluttring  dene, 

With  killing  eye*  &  plumy  pride . 

Sharp  are  the  pangs  by  nature  felt,  But  far  on  nimble  pihnions  borne  s 

From  dear  relations,  torn  away,*  From  low's  warm  gales  ftflow'ry 

Yet  fharper  pangs-  my  vitals  melt,  She  fought  the  nortnern  climes  of  icor 

To  hopelefs  love,  a  deftin'd  prey.  Where  ever  freezing  winter  reign* 

While  {he,  as  angry  heavn,and  main, 

l)eaf  to  the  helplefs  failors  prayer,  Ah  me  had  heaven  and  fhe  prove!  k  i  i 
Eni  oys  my  foul-confirming  pain,  Then  full  of  age,&  free  from  ca 

And  wantons  with  my  deep  defpair.  How  bleft  had  I  my  life  refu>  no 

Where  firft  I  breath'd  this  vital  air, 

From  curfed  gold  what  ills  arife,  But  fince  no  flattring  ho.    rt  uai 
|     What  horrors  life's  fair  pro fnect  ftain;       Let  me  my  wretched  lot  pvi 
|  Friends  blaft  their  friends  with  angryeyes,  Adieu,  dear  friends  * \  \  m 
And  brothers  bleed  by  brothers  (lain .        To  all  but  grief  and 
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The  Bonny  Earl  of  Murray. 
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Ye    Highlands  and  ye  Lowlands,  Oh!    where  have  yoJ 


Very  Slow 


/         laid     him      on      the    green!    They   have  (lain   the  Earl  of 


-<        Mur-  ray,  And     they    laid     him    on    the  green 


Now  wae  be  to  thee,  Huntley* 
And  wherefore  did  you  fae? 

I  bade  you  bring  him  wi*  you', 
But  forbade  you  him  to  flay. 
I  bade  fee. 

He  was  a  bra*  gallant, 
And  he  rid  at  the  ring, 

And  the  bonny  Earl  of  Murray, 
Ohi  he  might  have  been  a  king. 
And  the  fee. 


He  was  a  bra*  gallant, 

And  he  play'd  at  the  ba', 
And  the  bonny  Earl  of  Murray 
Was  the  flower  ama'ng  them  a' 
^    And  the  fee. 

He  was  a  bra9  gallant, 

And  he  play'd  at  the  glove; 

And  the  bonny  Earl  of  Murray, 
Oh!  he  was  the  Queens  love. 
And  the,  fee. 


Ohi  lang  will  htfl  lady 

Look  oVr  tju  caf', {•  Down, 

Ere  fhe  fee  tfuj  Karl  of  Murray 
Come  founding  Ui rough  tftie  town. 
Ere  fhr-  fee. 


Young  Damon 


186 

lune,  Highland  Lamentation. 


tiowers,  Young  Damon 


Prov'd    unkind,  And  left    him  full  of  bleak  def-patr 


His  looks .  that  were  as  frefh  as  morn, 
*  Can  now  no  longer  fmiles  impart; 
His  penfive  foul  on  fadnefs  borne, 

!s  rack'd  and  torn  by  Cupids  dart. 
Turn,  fair  Amanda,  cheer  your  fwain, 

Unfhroud  him  from  this  vail  of  vvoe; 
Rang*;  every  charm  to  foothe  the  pain, 

Tls-it  in  "his  torturd  breaft  doth  grow. 


18? 


Mufing  on  the  roaring  Ocean, 

TutU',Druimion  dubh. 


Hope  and  Fear'g  alternate  billow 
Yielding  late  to  Nature's  law, 

Whifp'ring  fpirits  round  my  pillow 
Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa. 

Ye  whom  Sorrow  never  wounded, 
Ye  who  never  fhed  a  tear, 


Care -untroubled,  joy-furrounded, 
Gaudy  Day  to  you  is  dear; 

Gentle  Night, do*  thou  befriend  me;! 

Downy  Sleep,  the  curtain  draw;  I 
Spirits  kind,  again  attend  me, 

Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa!  B 


Blythe  was  Hie. 
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Continued 
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?*  K-tl—f  *    IV  CF= 

Blythe  by  the  banks  of  Em,  Arid  blythe  in  Glen_turit  Glen. 

Her  looks  were  like  a  flow'r  in  may, 
Her  fmile  was  like  a  fimmer  morn; 
She  tripped  by  the  banks  of  Ern, 
As  light's  a  bird  upon  a  thorn. 
Blythe,  &c. 

Her  bonv  face  it  was  as  meek 


As  wps  the  blink  o'  Phemie's  e'e. 
Blythe,  fcc 

The  Highland  hills  I've  wandercl  wide 
And  o'er  the  Lawlands  I  hae  been; 
But  Phemie  was  the  bh  theft  lafa 
That  ever  trode  the  dewy-  green. 
Blythe,  &c.  g 


As  ony  lamb  upon  a  lee; 
The  evening  fun  was  ne'er  fae  fweet 


To  the  Foregoing  Tone, 
n,  fhe  fet  me  down,  Weel 


did  the  canny  kimmer  ken 
It  ffart  the  fwats  gae  glibber  down. 
Blythe,  blythe,  &c. 

We  ca'd  the  bicker  aft  about, 
Tilldawin  we  ne'er  jeed  our  bum; 
And  ay  the  cleaneft  drinker  out 
Was  Andrew  an*  his  cutty  gun. 
Blythe,  blythe,  &c. 

He  did  like  ony  Mavis  fmg, 

While  fhe  below  his  oxter  fat; 

He  ca'd  her  ay  his  bonie  thing, 

And  mony  a  fappy  kifs  fhe  gat. 

Blythe,  blythe,  &c. 

When  we  had  three  times  toomel  the  (towp,  T  ,      ,  r    T  ,      ,  r, 

inj  +t    „•  /v  _l  ■ "  _    i  „^   r  1  hae  been  ealt,  1  hae  been  wcit, 

And  the  melt  chappin  new  begun,        T,      i       r  '*4.ur 
wv.   /v  ♦  j  •    «.  rv       ~     kL^J         1  hae  been  tar  ayont  tre  lun, 
Wha  ltarted  in  to  hee/e  our  hope,         D  J  .   ,  ,     .  r 

o  -  a   j  • ,  i  «        ,  r  ■         but  the  cleverelt  lad  that  etr  !  law 

Rl^S    M  T   *   C     7  gUn"  Was  Andrew  wi'  his  cutty  gun  . 

Blythe.  blythe,  be.  Blythe(  b|ythe  ^ 

The  Carlin  brought  her  kebbuck  ben, 
And  girdle-cakes  weel  toafted  ^rown; 


She  hecht  to  keep  me  lawin-free; 
But,  wylie  Carlin  that  fhe  was! 
She  gart  me  birl  my  bawbie. 
Blvthe,  blythe,  blythe  was  fhe, 

Blythe  was  (he  butt  and  ben;  , 
Weel  fhe  lo'ed  a  Hawick  gill, 
And  leugh  to  fee  a  tappit  hen . 

I  lo'ed.the  liquor  weel  eneugh, 
But,waes  my  heart,  my  cafii  ran  done, 
Lang  or  I  had  quenchc.  my  drouth, 
And  laith  was  I  to  pawn  my  fhooni 
Blythe,  bljthe,&c. 


r 
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Johny  Faa,  or  the  Gypfie  bddie 


fweetly;  They  fang    fae  fweet,  and   fae  compleat,  That  down  came 

— 


te  ' 

:a; 

r  lady. 

When  fhe   came  tripping  down  the  ftair,  And 

Gae  tak  frae  me  this  gay  roantile, 

And  bring  to  me  a  plaidie; 
For  if  kith  and  kin  and  a'  had  fworn, 

I'll  follow  the  gypfie  laddie. 
Yeftreen  I  lay  in  a  weel-made  bed, 

And  my  good  lord  be  fide  me; 
lb.  is  night  I'll  ly  in  a  tenant's  barn, 

Whatever  fhaH  betide  roe. 

Ob.  come  to  your  bed  fayB  Johny  Faa, 

Ohl  coirr  to  your,  bed,  my  deary; 
f  i  I  \o/»'  dv.d  {Wear  by  the  hilt  of  my  (word, 

I  h  t  VTWlr  ford  Chat]  r.,u  mair  come  near  ve. 
^    *o   )  d  to  my  Johny  Faa, 

A  <:  :  "  I  go  to  bed  to  my  deary; 
F(i  !  vow  ind  fvvrar  by  what  pa  ft  yeftreen, 

Thai  i  v  lord  fhall  nae  mair  come  near  me. 


I'll  make  a  hap  to  my  Johny  Faa,i 

And  I'll  make  a  hap  to  my  deary 
And  he's  get  a'  the  coat  gae  8  rouiKl 

And  my  lord  fhall  nae  mair  come  ijvi 
And  when  our  lord  came  hame  at  e% 

And  fpeir'd  for  his  fair  lady, 
The  tane  (he  cry'd,  and  the  other  re\m 

She's  awa  wi'the  gypfie  laddie.  I 

Gae  faddle  to  me  the  black, black  J* 

Gae  faddle  and  mak  hfm  ready;  h 
Before  that  I  either  eat  or  fleep, 

I'll  gae  feek  my  fair  lady . 
And  we  were  fifteen  well  made  mef. 

Altho*  we  were  nae  bonny; 
And  we  are    a' put  down  for  ane 

The  earl  of  Caffiilis'  lady. 


To  Daunton  me 
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182-T*  Theb 


fhe  blude  red  rofe  at    Yule  may  blaw,The  fimmer4iUies 


SlowiCb 


fr 

me  la 

3  young,  W  nis  faufe  heart  and  flattring  tongue, That  is  the 

For  a'  his  meal  and  a*  his  maut,  , 
For  a'  his  fre(h  beef  and  his  faut, 
For  a'  his  gold  and  white  monie, 
An  auld  man  fhall  never  daunton  me.. 
To  daunton  me,  &c  . 


His  gear  may  buy  him  kye  and  ,>  owes, 
,His  gear  may  buy  him  glens  &  knowes 
But  me  he  fhall  not  buy  nor  fee, 
For  an  auld  man  (hall  never  daunton  tt 
To  daunton  me,&c. 


He  hirples  twa-fauld  as  he  dow, 
Wi*his  teethlefe  gab  and  his  auld  beld  pow, 
And  the  rain  rains  down  frae  his  red  blear  d  e'e. 
That  auld  man  fhall  never  daunton  me. 
.  To  daunton  me,  &c . 


Polwart  on  the  Green. 


Let  dorty  dames  fay  na, 

As  lang  as  e'er  they  pleafe, 
Seem  caulder  than  the  fnaw, 

While  inwardly  they  blee/e; 
But  I  will  frankly  fhaw  my  mind, 

And  yield  my  heart  to  thee; 
Be  ever  to  the  captive  kind, 

That  langS  nae  to  be  free. 


At  Polwart  on  the  green, 

Among  the  new  mawn  hay, 
With  fangs  and  dancing  keen 

We'll  pafs  the  heartfome  day. 
At  night,  if  beds  be  o'er  thrang  lai| 

And  thou  be  twin'd  of  thine, 
Thou  (hall  be  welcome,  my  dear  la 

To  take  a  part  of  mine. 


A  Song;  in  the  manner  of  Shenftone 


184   *S  *        ^e       Rivers  fo  limp  d  and  clear,  Who  reflect  as 


v»-.    i  r 

Ye  harvefts  that  wave  irs  the  bree/e 
A 8  &r    as  the  view  can  extend, 
Ye  mountains  umbrageous  with  trees 
Whofe  tops  fo  majeftic  afcend; 
Your  landfltip  what  joy  to  furvey, 
Were  Melifsa  with  me  to  admirei 
Then  the  harvefts  would  glitter  how  gay, 
How  majeftic  the  mountains  afpirei 

In  penfive  regret  whilft  I  rove 
The  fragrance  of  flowers  to  enhale, 
Or  watch  from  the  pafture  and  grove 
Each  mufic  that  floats  in  the  gale, 
Alas!  the  delufion  how  vain! 
No  oijburs  nor  harmony  pleafe, 
A  heart  agonizing  with  pain, 
WWJ>  tries  every  pofture  for  eafe. 
He''  * 
If  anxious  to  flatter  my  woes 
Or  the  languor  of  abfence.  to  chear, 
Her  breath  I  would  catch  in  the  rofe 
Or  her  voice  in  the  nightingale  hear; 


To  cheat  my  defpair  of  its  prey 
What  object  her  charirm  can  alkrrce. 
How  harfh  is  the  nightingales  isj, 
How  infipid  the  rofes  per&rroe. 

Ye  Zephyrs  that  vifit  my  fair, 
Ye  Sun  beams  around  her  that  play 
Does  her  fympathy  dwell  on  ray  care, 
Does  (he  number  the  hours  of  my  ftaj ; 
Firft:  perifti  ambition  and  wealth, 
Firft  perifh  all  elfe  that  is  dear,  f-lth, 
E  er  one  figh  fhould  efcape  her  byftea- 
E'er  my  abfence  (hould  coft  beroneteex. 

(-more 

When,  when,  (hall  her  beauties  once  _ 
This  defolate  bofom  furprife; 
Ye  fates,  the  bleft  moment  relforc 
When  I  bafk'd  in  the  beams  of  her  e\  es; 
When  with  fweet  emulation  of  heart 
Our  kindnefe  we  ftxuggled  to  fhew. 
But  the  more  that  \%c  ftrove  to  impart 
We  felt  it  more  ardently  glow. 


I  had  a  Horfe,and  I  Lad  me  mair. 


I  wrote  a  letter,  and  thus  began, 

Madam,  be  not  offended, 
I'm  o'er  the  lugs  in  love  wi'you, 

And  care  not  tho'ye  kend  its 
For  I  get  little  frae  the  laird, 
And  far  lefa  frae  my  daddy, 
And  I  would  blythly  be  the  man 
Would  ftrive  to  pleafe  my  lady. 

She  read  my  letter,  and  Che  leugh, 

Ye  needna  been  fae  b late,  man, 
You  might  hae  come  to  me  yourfell, 

And  tald  me  o*  jour  ftate,  man: 
You  might  hae  come  to  roe  yourfell, 

Outwittena  o'  ony  body, 
And  n  ado  John  Gouckfton  of  the  .laird, 

And  kifs'd  his  bonny  lady. 


Then  {he  pat  filler  in  my  purfe, 

We  drank  wine  in  a  cogie; 
She  fee'd  a  man  to  mb  my  horfe, 

And  wow  but  I  was  vogiei 
But  I  gat  ne'er  fae  fair  a  fleg 

Since  I  came  frae  my  daddy,  '.. 
The  laird  came  rap  rap  to  the  yett, 

Whan  I  was  wi'  his  lady. 

Then  (he  pat  me  below  a  chair, 

And  hap'd  me  wi'  a  plaidie; 
But  I  was  like  to  fwarf  wi' fear, 

And  wilh'd  me  wi»  my  daddy. 
The  laird  went  out,  he  faw  na  me, 

I  went  whan  I  was  ready: 
1  promis'd,  but  I  ne'er  gade  back 

To  fee  his  bonny  lady. 

o 
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Talk  not  of  love,  it  gives  me  pain.  By  a  Lady. 


Your  friendfhip  much  can  make  me  bleft, 

Oh,  why  that  blifs  deftroyi 
Why  urge  the  only,    one  requeft 

You  know  I  will  deny! 
Your  thought,  if  lovemuft  harbour  there, 

Conceal  it  in  that  thought; 
Kor  caufe  me  from  my  bofom  tear 

The  very- friend  1  fought. 


O'er  the  water  to  Charlie. 


rlJt  "Z.^U\rmt.  1  fwear  »nd        *  »>oon  and  ftar. 

a2  Chart!  >   ,  ^f^T'  ^  I  W  twenty  tWand  liv/., 
And  Charhe  .  fae.  before  W  I'd  die  a.  aft  for  Char/ie. 

Well  oer  fee.  We'll  o'er  fee. 

Up  and  warn  a'  Willie. 


Continued . 


But  when  the  ftandard  was  fet  up, 

Right  fierce  the  wind  did  blaw,Willie; 
The  royal  nit  upon  the  tap 

Down  to  the  grdund  did  fa',  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a',  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a'; 
Then  fecond  fighted  Sandy  faid 
We'd  do  nae  gude  at  aj  Willie. 

But  when  the  army  join'd  at  Perth 

The  braveft  e're  ye  faw, Willie, 
We  didna  doubt  the  rogues  to  rout, 
Reftore  our  king  and  a', Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a'  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a'; 
The  pipers  play'd  frae  right  to  left 
O  wnirry  whigs  awa,  Willie. 

But  when  we  march'd  to  Sherra-muir 

And  there  the  rebels  faw,  Willie; 
Brave  Argyle  attacks  our  right, 
Our  flank  and  front  and  a' Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a' Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a"; 
Traitor  Huntly  foon  gave  way 
Seafbrth,  St  Clair  and  a'  Willie. 

But  brave  Glengary  on  our  right, 
The  rebel's  left  did  claw,  Willie, 

He  there  the  greateft  (laughter  made 
That  ever  Donald  faw,  Willie . 


Up  and  warn  a*  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a\ 
And  Whittamf-t  his  breeks  for  fear. 
And  faft  did  rin  awa,  Willie. 

For  he  ca'd  us  a  Highland  mob 

And  foon  he'd  flay  us  a'  Willie, 
But  we  chas'd  him  back  to  Stirlingbrig 
Dragoons  and  foot  and  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a',  Willie, 
Warn,  warn  a'; 
At  length  we  rallied  on  a  hill 
AndHbrifkly  up  did  draw, Willie. 

But  when  Argyle  did  view  our  line, 

And  them  m  order  faw,  Willie, 
He  ftreight  gaed  to  Dumblane  again 
And  back  his  left  did  draw,Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a'  Willie, 
Warn  warn  a'; 
Then  we  to  Auchterairder  march'd 
To  wait  a  better  fa'  Willie. 

Now  if  ye  fpier  wha  wan  the  daw 

I've  tell'd  you  what  1  faw  Willie, 
We  baith  did  fight  and  baith  did  beat 
And  baith  did  rin  awa  Willie. 
Up  and  warn  a'  Willie, 
Warn  warn  a*{ 
For  fecond  fighted  Sandie  faid 
We'd  do  nae  gude  at  a*, Will  i 
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A  Rofe  bud  by  my  early  walk. 


I  H  i  i  1 1  f  |^ 


i 


189    V*         ^  r0^e        ^  m7  earfy  vnAk,  A    down  a    corn  -  in 


Slow 


|      clofed  bawk,  Sae  gently  bent  its  thorny  ftalk,  All  on  a  dewy  morning 


Ere  twice  the  fhades  o'  dawn  are  fled,  In  a'  its  crimlbn  glory fpread,& 


Within  the  bufh  her  covert  neft 
A  little  linnet  fondly  preft, 
The  dew  fat  chilly  on  her  breaft 

Sae  early  in  the  morning. 
She  foon  fhali  fee  her  tender  brood, 
The  pride,  the  pleafure  o'  the  wood, 
\mang  the  frelii  £reen  leaves  bedewo\ 
N.vfMk  the  earlv  moroinff. 


So  thou,  dear  bird,  young  Jeany  fair, 
On  trembling  ftring  or  vocal  air, 
Shalt  fweetly  pay  the  tender  care 

That  tents  thy  early  morning. 
So  thou-fweet  Rofe  bud  _young  and 
Shalt  beauteous  bla/.e  upon  the  day. 
And  blefs  the  Parent's  evening  ray 

That  watrh'd  thy  early  morning  J 


198  I 

To  a  Blackbird .  Br  a  I  ads 

Tune,  Scots  Que*  n 


j  a   loveloTn  Tx-ile  live,  Nor  tranf- port   or    re    ceive  or 


give,  Nor  tran-fport  or    re  -  ceive  or  give  > 


For  thee  is  laughing  nature  gay; 

For  thee  (he  pours  the  vernal  day: 

For  me  in  vain  is  nature  drelt, 

While  joy's  a  ftranger  to  my  breaftl 

Thefe  fweet  emotions  all  enjoy; 

Let  love  and  fong  thy  hours  employ. 

Go  on,  fweet  bird,  and  foothe  ray  care; 

Thy  tuneful  notes  will  hulh  dtfpnir.  \\ 
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Hooly  and  Fairlv. 


Oh.  what  had  T  a  do  for  to  marry;  \h  mft  lh.  r'rinlc 


ly  hooJy  and  fair _  ly, 

m 


Firft  fhe  drank  Crummie,  and  fyne  fhe  drank  Garie; 
Now  (he  has  druken  my  bonny  grey  mairie, 
That  carried  me  thro*  the  dub  and  the lairie,  O  gin  my  wife,&c. 

She  has  druken  her  ftockins,  fae  has  fhe  her  fboon . 
And  fhe  has  druken  her  bonny  new  gown: 

Her  wee,  bit  dud  fark  that  co'erd  her  fu  rarely,  O  gin  my  wife,&c. 

If  (he'd  drink  but  her  ain  things  I  wad  na  much  care, 
But  fhe  drinks  my  claiths  that  I  canna  well  fpare; 
To  the  kirk  and  the  market  I  gang  fu' barely:  O  gin  my  wife, fee. 

The  vera  gray  mittens  that  gaed  on  my  han's 
To  her  neebonr  wife  fhe  has  laid  them  in  pawns; 
My  bane-headed  ftaff  that  I  lo'ed  fae  dearly,  O  gin  my  wife,  &c. 

If  there's  ony  filler,  fhe  maun  keep  the  purfe; 
If  I  feek  but  a  baubee  (he'll  fcauld  and  fhe'll  curfe, 
She  gangs  like  a  queen,  I  fcrimped  and  fparely:  O  gin  my  wife,&c. 

I  never  was  given  to  wrangling  nor  ftrife, 
Nor  e'er  did  refufe  her  the  comforts  of  life; 

E'er  it  come  to  a  war  I'm  ay  for  a  parley:  O  gin  my  wife,  &c. 

A  pint  wi'  her  cummers  I  wad  her  allow; 
But  when  file  fits  down  fhe  fills  herfell  fow; 

And  when  fhe  is  fow  file's  unco  camftairie.  O  gin  my  wife,&c. 

And  when  fhe  comes  hame  fhe  lays  on  the  lads; 
She  ra*s  the  laffes  baith  limmers  and  /ads; 

And  I,  my  ain  fdl.an  auld  cuckold  car  lie;  O  gin  my  wife,  &c. 


An  Id  Rob  Morris 


on 


Rob  Morris  that  wins  in  yon  glen,  He's  $ 


Doughter  ^  Had  your  tongue,  mither,  and  let  that  abee, 
For  his  eild  and  my  eild  can  never  agree: 
They'll  never  agree,  and  that  will  be  feen; 
For  he  is  fourfcore,  and  I'm  but  fifteen. 

Mither.     Had  your  tongue,  doughter,  and  lay  by  j  our  pride, 
For  he's  be  the  bridegroom,  and  ye's  be  the  bride: 
He  fhall  ly  by  your  tide,  and  kits  ye  too; 
Auld  Rob  Morris  is  the  man  >e  maun  loo. 

Doughter.  Auld  Rob  Morris  1  ken  him  fou  weel, 
His  back  fticks  out  like  ony  pr et-creel 
He's  out  fhin'd,  in-k t  ee'd,  and  ringle-ey  e 'd  too; 
Auld  Rob  Morris  is  the  man  I'll  ne'er  loo. 

Mither.     Tho' auld  Rob  Morris  be  aneldtily  man, 
Yet  his  auld  brafs  il  will  buy  a  new  pan; 
Then,  doughter,  ye  fhoudna  be  fo  ill  to  lha'o. 
For  auld  Rob  Morris  is  the  mag  ye  maun  loo- 

Doughter.  But  auld  Rob  Morris  1  never  will  hae, 

ffis  nack  is  fo  ft  iff,  and  his  beard  is  grown  gra; 
1  had  t it r f  r  die  than  live  wi'  him  a  year; 
$a<  :,  rr.-of  Rob  Mortirf  I  .      r  will  h*ar, 
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And   111  kifs  thee  yet,  yet . 

Tune,  Braes  o'  Balquhiddei 


in  my  arms,,  wi  a'  thy  charms,!    clafp  my  countlefs  treafure,  Ol  I 


feek  nae  mair  o'  Heav  n  to  fhare,  Than  fie  a  moments  pleafure  O! 


An  I'll  kifs  thee  yet, yet, 
An  I'll  kifs  thee  o'er  again; 

An  I'll  kifs  thee  yet, yet, 
My  bony  Peggy  Alifon. 


And  by  thy  een  fae  bony  blue, 
I  lwear  I'm  thine  forever  Ol 

And  on  thy  lips  I  feal  my  vow, 
And  break  it  fhall  I  never  Oi 
And  by  thy  een,  &c. 

Z 


•      r*-            K                     m  i 

]/'     Tiir  1 

r_  ting  wi 

'  his    fid -die,  The 

faut    tear  blin't  his  e'e;  And 

f  ,, 

Rattlin,  r 

oarin  Willi 

e  Ye're 

w 

el   -dbme  hame   to  m 

r  ■  . 

O  Willie,  come  fell  your  fiddle, 

0  fell  your  fiddle  fae  fine; 
O  Willie,  come  fell  your  fiddle, 

And  buy  a  pint  o*  wine; 
If  I  fhould  fell  my  fiddle, 

The  warl  *  would  think  1  was  mad, 
For  mony  a  rantin  day 

My  fiddle  and  1  hae  had. 

As  1  cam  by  Crochallan 

1  cannily  keekit  ben, 
Rattlin,  roarin  Willie 

Was  fitting  at  yon  boord-en*, 
Sitting  at  yon  boord-en', 

And  amang  guid  companu; 
Rattlin,  roarin  AVillie, 

Ye're  welcome  hame  to  me. 
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Where  braving:  angry  winter's  ftorms. 
#  Tune.N.  Gows  Lamentation  for  Aborcairn 


19^5  1*     ,Where  Bra^"g  angry  winter's  ftorma.The  lofty  Och.eTs 


Slowifh 


r:fg>  Far  m  their  fhade,  my  Peggy',  charm,  Firft  bleft  my  wondering 


^.      s,E^8'    A8  °ne  ^°  b>'fonie  faY*ge  ftream,A  lonely  gen,  fSvej,,  A. 


A  l^Vr^  *  ftquefter d  flrade,  The  tyrant  death  with  grim  controul 
And  bleft  the  day  and  hour,     1  May  feize  my  fleeting  breath, 

Where  Peggy, charm,  I  firft  forvey'd,  But  tearing  Peggy  fronT  my  foul 
When  firft  I  felt  their  pow'r!        .     Muft  be  a  longer  deatl 

Tibbie,  I  hae  feen  the  day. 

Tune,  Invercalds  ReeJ,. 
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Slowifh 


Continued. 
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treen  I  met  you  on  the  moor,  Ye  fpak  na,but  gaed  by  like  ftoure;  Yc 


O  Tibbie,!  hae  feen  the  day.  Ye  would  na  been  fae    fhy;  For 


laik  o'  gear  ye  lightly  me,  But  trowth  1  care  na  by. 


I  doubt  na,laf8,but  ye  may  think, 
Becaufe  ye  hae  the  name  o'  clink, 
That  ye  can  pleafe  me  at  a  wink, 
Whene'er  ye  like  to  try. 
Tibbie,I  hae  &c. 

But  forrow  tak  him  that's  fae  mean, 
Altho'  his  pouch  o'  coin  were  clean, 
Wha  follows  ony  faucy  quean 
That  looks  fae  proud  and  high. 
Tibbie,!  hae  &c. 


Altho'  a  lad  were  e'er  fae  (mart, 
H  that  he  want  the  yellow  dirt, 
Ye'll  caft  your  head  anither  airt, 
And  anfwer  him  fu'  dry. 
Tibbie,I  hae  &c. 

But  if  he  hae  the  name  o'  gear, 
Ye'll  faften  to  him  like  a  brier, 
Tho'  hardly  he  for  fenfe  or  lear 
Be  better  than  the  kye. 
Tibbie,!  hae  &c. 


But, Tibbie, lafs,  tak  my  advice, 
Your  dad  die's  gear  maks  you  fae  nice; 
The  deil  a  ane  wad  fpier  your  price, 
Were  ye  as  poor  as  I. 
Tibbie, T  hae  &c. 

,  X 
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Nancys  Ghoft. 

June,  Bonie  Kate  of  Edinburgh. 


laid,  To    fpend  in  tears  and  fighs  the  day 


The  cooing  turtle  hears  my  moan, 
My  briny  tears  increafe  the  ftream, 
The  mountains  echo  back  my  groan 
Whilft  thou,  fair  tyrant,  art  my  theme, 
P  blooming  maid,  indulgent  prove, 
And  wipe  the  tears  from  Sandys  eyes; 
O  grant  him  kind  returns  of  love, 
Or  Sandy  bleeds  and  falls  and  dies. 

Thus  Sandy  fung,  but  turning  round, 
Beheld  fweet  Nancys  injurcl  fhade, 
He  trembling  faw  he  (hook  and  groand 
Fear  and  difmay  his  guilt  betraycl: 


f  'Ah,haplefs  man,  thy  ptrjur'd  vow 
'  Was  to  thy  Nancy's  heart  a  gravel 
"The  damps  of  death  bedewd"  my  brow, 
"While  you  the  dying  maid  could  favei" 

Thus  fpake  the  vifion,  and  withdrew. 
From  Sandys  cheeks  the  crimfon  fled; 
Guilt  and  Defpair  their  arrows  threw, 
And  now  behold    the  traitor  dead. 
Kemember  fwains  mv  artlefs  ftrain, 
To  plighted  faith  be  ever  true  , 
,And  let  no  injur  a"  maid  ccm  plain, 
She  finds  falfe  Sandy  live  in  you. 

D 


To  vhat  dark  cave  of  frozen  night 

Shall  poor  Sylvander  hie; 
Depriv'd  of  thee,  his.  life  and  light, 

The  Sun  of  all  his  joy. 

We  part  -  but  by  theft  precious  drops, 

That  fill  thy  lovely  eyesi 
No  other  light  (hall  guide  my  fteps, 

Till  thy  bright  beams  arife . 

She,  the  fair  Sun  of  all  her  fex, 
Has  bleft  my  glorious  day: 

And  fhall  a  glimmering  Planet  fix 
My  worftiip  to  its  ray? 


Cromlets  Lilt 


Have  I  not  graven  our  loves 

On  every  tree. 
In  yonder  fpreading  Groves, 

Tho'  falfe  thou  be : 
Was  not  a  folemn  oath 
Plighted  betwixt  us  both, 
Thou  thy  faith,  I  my  troth, 

Conftant  to  be. 

>>ome  gloomy  place  I'll  find, 

Some  doleful'  {hade, 
Where  neither  fun  nor  wind 

E'er  entrance  had: 
Into  that  hollow  cave, 
There  will  I  Ugh  and  rave, 
Becaufe  thou  do'ft  behave 
So  faithlefsly. 

Wild  fruit  {hall  be  my  meat, 
I'll  drink  the  fpring, 

Cold  earth  {hall  be  my  feat; 
For  covering, 


I'll  have  the  ftarry  fky 
My  head  to  canopy, 
Until  my  foul  on  high 
Shall  fpread  its  wing. 

I'll  have  no  funeral  fire, 
Nor  tears  for  me; 

No  grave  do  I  defire, 
Nor  obfeqiiie. 

The  courteous  red-breaft  he 

With  leaves  will  cov  er  me, 

And  fing  my  elegy, 

With  doleful  voice . 

And  when  a  ghoft  I  am, 

I'll  viHt  thee; 
O  thou  deceitful  dame, 

Whofe  cruelty 
Has  kill'd  the  kindeft  heart, 
That  e'er  felt  Cupids  dart 
And  never  can  defert 

From  loving  thee. 


The  Winter  it  is  Paft. 
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200  ^  *  ^e  w^ntel    -s  Pa^» anc*  t*ie  ^xOT  - mer,s  come  at 


Very  Slow 


a, 


laft,  And  the  finall 


aall  birds  flng  on   ev'_  ry       treeT^  The 


■  f  i  ~  n 


6    I  -* 


hearts  of  thefe  are  glad, 


but  mine    is    very    fad ,    For  my 


M  r  iipirif  lu 


-  6 


The  rofe  upon  the  brier,  by  the  waters  running  clear, 

May  have  charms  for  the  linnet  or  the  bee; 
Their  little  loves  are  bleft  and  their  little  hearts  at  reft, 

But  my  Lover  is  parted  from  me. 

My  love  is  like  fun,  m  the  firmament  does  run, 

For  ever  conftant  and  true; 
But  his  is  like  the  moon  that  wanders  up  and  down, 

And  every  month  it  is  new. 

All  you  that  are  in  love  and  cannot  it  remove, 

I  pity  the  pains  you  endure: 
For  experience  makes  me  know  that  your  hearts  are  full  of  woe. 

A  woe  that  no  mortal  can  cure. 


End  of  Volume  Second. 
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